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POSSESSIVE PARISIAN PILOT 


She’s been mine since the first moment | saw her. 


She’s about to miss her flight to Paris and I’m not about to 
miss my chance to be her possessive Parisian pilot, 
offering her a chance to fly first class with me...in more ways 
than one. 


And this Parisian older man obsessed with this younger 
woman from abroad knows immediately that she’s the one. 
It’s the first time I’ve ever felt this way, and I’m going to 
make her mine and claim her in Paris before | put a ring on 
her finger and babies in her belly. 


It’s her first time in France, and l'm going to be her first, 
and last, for life. 


And | won’t stop until we’re a big ol’ French family with kids 
of all ages because the most important thing is life is having 
a family of our own. Family first. Family always. And this 
possessive Parisian pilot’s family starts and ends with 
her. 


And to anyone who thinks Frenchmen are only lovers and 
not fighters...you’ll see just how mistaken you are if you try 
and make a move on what’s mine. 


*Possessive Parisian Pilot is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Marie 
“I’m sorry, ma’am. Boarding for this flight is now closed.” 


“But | can see other passengers in the tunnel. They're still 
in line. Look,” | say, holding up my ticket to the airline 
employee. “My ticket is right here. All you have to do is 
scan it and l'Il be in that line in like literally five seconds.” 


The woman turns and points toward the monitor which 
displays, “BOARDING CLOSED.” The all caps are a nice 
touch. 


“Look. | understand, and | was here at the airport three 
hours early but | was randomly selected,” | say making air 
quotes around those two words, “for further screening. | was 
taken in some room, stripped down to my freaking bra and 
panties only to find out that, ‘Oh sorry, you looked like 
someone else so we just wanted to be cautions. I’m sure you 
understand.’” 


“Well, | guess you should have been here four hours early 
then,” she says as she rolls her hand over and looks at her 
fingernails hoping I'll go away. 


“Uh!” | say, breathing out hard. 


Whatever happened to girl power and women lifting each 
other up? Where’s Gwen Stefani when you need her most? 


Seemingly pleased with her manicurist’s work, the woman 
rolls her shoulders side to side and not so subtly pushes up 
her bra which at first | wouldn’t have guessed she was 
wearing based on how much cleavage she’s showing and 
how she had one too many buttons on her jacket undone, 
and throws her hair back. 


| don’t know what | dislike more, her bitchy, holier than thou 
attitude, her impossible hip to waist ratio, or the fact that 
she'll be boarding this plane, “late” of course, and | won’t. 


My fingers squeeze hard against my small backpack which 
I’m carrying, thinking that if | swung this thing around the 
Kindle and two hardcovers inside slamming against the side 
of her head would definitely make this holiday season a little 
merrier for me at the moment, and not for this Grinch who is 
trying her hardest to steal my Christmas. 


“Excuse me, mademoiselle. Can I help here?” The words 
come from just behind and off to the side of me, cloaking me 
as | spin to see who’s attached to the smoky, sensual sounds 
of English with a French accent that roll off the tongue like a 
knife through hot butter. 


“Um...uh...” | feel my breath catch and my entire body 
clench as | take in the sight of the large man in the pilot’s 
uniform wearing aviator sunglasses inside L.A.X. 


Sunglasses inside would normally have my douchebag 
sirens going off like a four a.m. fire alarm at the station, but 
in this case it works...oh my lord does it work. 


It’s closing in on three in the afternoon in Los Angeles and 
the late day sun is shining right in through the windows, the 
glare making it almost impossible to see him that well until 
he steps to the side blocking out the entire reflection from 


the floor to ceiling windows that must be more than twenty 
feet. 


“Yes, captain,” the Grinch says. “We have an unruly 
passenger and | was just getting ready to call security...and 
after that | was going to take my break...alone, unless...” she 
says twirling her finger in her hair. 


Great. So she’s not a part of the flight crew, but instead 
she'll be here at the airport making sure | get arrested for 
trespassing or some other nonsense charge here in the 
world’s biggest police state that goes by the name of 
California. 


| hear the Grinch’s words, but | don’t turn to look at her...and 
neither does the pilot, unless he’s some sort of reptile. 


| can’t make out his eyes through the deep green-gray 
shades of his RayBans, but | can see his head, and his body, 
are now completely squared up to me. 


“An unruly passenger, huh?” he says his body moving 
closer. “You're being a bad girl this Christmas.” 


“Um...no, | mean not exactly.” 


“Well you know what they say. Good girls go to heaven, and 
bad girls go to...Paris,” he says taking me by the arm and 
leading me over to the next gate. 


“Exactly what | was thinking,” | say, but he doesn’t even 
turn to acknowledge my words as he leads away. 


“There you are, captain,” the agent at the next gate over 
says. “We thought you weren’t going to make it,” the agent 
says winking at him. 


Oh my god, | haven’t been on a date in | don’t know how 
long and this pilot has the most attractive woman and man 
I’ve seen all day hitting on him, not to mention this is L.A., 
where all the most beautiful people from all over the world 
come to make it in some sort of field that relies on them 
being the cream of the crop in terms of appearance. 


And here he is holding me by the arm like I’m his, with a 
possessiveness I’ve never experienced before. 


“Right on time,” he says. “And I even brought our V.I.P. 
Guest...” he says turning to me. 


“Marie,” | finally say. 
“Hi Marie,” the attendant says. 


“Nice to meet you, Clement,” | say reading his nametag. | 
could be way off here, but he looks like a mix of French and 
maybe Algerian, Tunisian, or Moroccan with his creamy 
brown skin and light green eyes. He’s very attractive and 
perfectly coiffed in a Lady Gaga video or Tony Duran photo 
shoot kind of way, but in no way does he display the rugged, 
masculine, self-assured way of Captain Confidence. 


“Can | see your ticket, please?” Clement says. 

| go to hand it to him and feel the captain’s hand slide from 
my arm and then quickly corkscrew as he snatches up my 
ticket and holds it up to Clement as he walks us through the 
scanning area. 


“| need to scan her ticket, sir.” 


“It’s okay, Clement. I have it,” he says, sticking it in his front 
jacket pocket just behind the silver wing pendant. 


God, is he the picture of every alpha male in uniform fantasy 
there ever was. 


“But sir, | have to scan it or else the T.S.A, F.A.A., N.S.A., 
C.I.A., F.B.I., L.A.P.D., F.C.C., Sky Marshalls, and Airport 
Security will all have my behind.” 


Speaking of behinds I’m completely confident that this 
possessive pilot is the first man I’ve ever met who is the type 
who could spank mine all night on a Sunday, and hold the 
door open for me on a Monday. Talk about making me wet 
and making me feel like a classy woman all at the same 
time. 


“I'll tell them you didn’t see a thing,” the captain says as we 
walk down the tunnel before Clement has a chance to 
protest again. 


“You'll be in seat one a,” the pilot says. “lII come see how 
you’re doing, but not until we’re at cruising altitude,” he 
says. 


“Ok,” I say, having no clue what the appropriate response for 
this situation is. 


In what seems like seconds we're boarding the plane, only 
for me to be asked for my ticket again. 


“She’s with me,” the pilot says. 


| watch as the flight attendant’s mouth opens as he prepares 
to say something, but when Captain Confidence literally 


bares his teeth and | swear | hear a slight snarl, the 
attendant trips over himself and into the drink tray. 


“Pierre was just getting you a complimentary glass of 
champagne, right, Pierre?” 


“Yes, sir,” he says, dusting himself off, grabbing a stepladder 
and pulling out a bottle of...Dom Pérignon! 


“I'll take that,” the pilot says, taking my backpack and 
helping me into the very first seat in first class. “Would you 
like your bag with you or in the overhead?” 


“Overhead. Thank you,” | say. He carefully places my bag in 
the overhead bin that barely reaches his eye level. Wow is 
he tall. 


“Here you are,” Pierre says handing me a flute of the bubbly. 
“Captain, you've got a call from the other airline,” he says 
handing him a walkie-talkie. 


“This is the captain speaking,” he says holding down the 
button. 


“Captain, we understand you have one of our passengers. 
Our flight has been delayed by two hours and we’re having 
the passengers exit the plane and move back into the 
boarding area. Miss...Marie Matthews, is welcome to join the 
other passengers in the boarding area.” 


Through gritted teeth the pilot says, “You had your chance... 
now she’s mine.” 


CHAPTER 2 


Gabriel 


“Who's that hot little number with you in seat one a?” 
Baptiste, my co-pilot asks. 


My fingers curl around the thrust lever as my head darts to 
the side, my eyes throwing daggers at Baptiste. 


“Don’t you fucking talk about her that way ever again or l'Il 
have you flying the French Foreign Legion cargo planes in 
and out of war zones with your jaw wired shut, you 
understand me?” | snarl. 


“Sorry man! Jeez. | was trying to give you, and her, a 
compliment.” 


“There’s never a need to compliment another man’s woman 
that way. You can compliment her cooking, or her home, if 
you've been invited over. You can compliment her skills if 
you work with her. Beyond that you keep your mouth shut, 
at least when it comes to my woman.” 


“Sorry. 1...1 didn’t know she was yours.” 

“Well now you do.” 

“Captain, prepare for takeoff,” crackles in my headset. 

| look down, realizing I’m white knuckle gripping the thrust 


lever, and it’s not the only thrust lever that’s completely 
vertical. 


My cock is a complete beast right now, an animal. 


Our Boeing 777 has a throttle lever assembly that’s 
designed to incorporate high-pressure cock switches so that 
pilots can instinctively control the fuel supply to the engine. 


Well, right now my cock switches are pulling all the “fuel 
supply” from my brain and straight into my other head as 
my dick points due north as my trousers strain to keep it 
contained. 


| feel like I’ve got seven g’s of force in my pants right now, 
and we haven’t even taken off. The horizontal loop that the 
U.S. Navy’s Blue Angels pull is seven g’s, during their 
minimum radius turn. | can relate because my cock has 
nowhere to turn right now but straight through the fabric 
and to free itself right here in the cockpit. 


My balls ache for release as my fingertips wish they weren’t 
wrapped around all these levers and pressing all these 
buttons right now. 


I'd much rather have my hands right back on her soft, 
smooth skin, and there’s no question that she’s pushed 
every button inside me with just our brief minute or two 
encounter. 


And she can count on one thing, that’s for sure. When we 
land in Paris, she’s mine. Hell, she’s going to be mine before 
we even get there if | have anything to say about it, and boy 
do I have a /ot to say about it. 


If any of those rich guys in first class even think they can try 
and make a move on her l'Il throw them off the flight. “Here 


ya go,” | imagine myself saying as | hand them a parachute 
and kick them out of the emergency exit. 


| can’t help but smirk as | look forward preparing for take off. 
“You okay over there, captain?” my co-pilot asks. 

| nod. 

“Then what are we waiting for?” 


“Captain! For the tenth time...you...are...clear...for... 
takeoff. Let’s go! We're backed up behind you.” 


Fuck ‘em. They can wait. I’ve waited my whole life for this 
woman, and a few extra seconds to enjoy it isn’t going to 
hurt anybody. 


Anybody but me that is, because | can’t wait any more. 


CHAPTER 3 


Marie 
| turn on my monitor and stretch out my legs. 
Wow. 


Now I see how the words “first class” became such an 
ingrained part of the English vocabulary. 


At this time | was expecting to be in the air on the first leg of 
my L.A. To New York to London to Paris flight...the same 
flight that’s grounded back at L.A.X. for another hour and a 
half, minimum. 


Instead, the monitor shows me this flight is a direct flight 
from L.A. to Paris, not to mention instead of being on the 
aisle in the last row of economy, where everyone is going to 
stand as they open and close the bathroom door for hours on 
end, I’ve been upgrade to the best seat in the house, if you 
can even call it a seat. 


Technically it’s a lie flat bed, so when we get to Paris | won’t 
be all groggy and out of it. l'Il actually get a good night’s 
sleep to start the first day of my vacation off right. 


| just started my job last spring when | graduated college, so 
| don’t get any time off until the following spring. But I was 
able to cash in some frequent flyer miles | got from signing 
up for a credit card and here | am, on my way to Paris, using 
my holiday time off strategically to take a vacation without 
actually taking time off. 


| scroll through the menu on the monitor trying to find out 
more about the flight. 


Looking back it’s kind of crazy that | just got on a flight with 
a random stranger. Sure, he was an extremely masculine 
older man in uniform and | was completely out of options at 
that moment, but still...how did | know he wasn’t going to fly 
us to Timbuktu? 


| keep scrolling until finally | get some information about the 
flight. 


There it Is. 


Your captain today will be Monsieur Gabriel Gaultier. Even 
his name is sexy. It reminds me of a cross between Gabriel 
Allon, in Daniel Silva’s literary series about an older man 
who’s an art restorer and spy, and Halle Berry’s baby daddy, 
the French-Canadian model Gabriel Aubry who was beaten 
up by Halle’s new man, Frenchman Olivier Martinez, when 
Olivier got protective over their child. 


Wow, | know way too much about famous French guys, and 
now | know a little bit more about him. I’m not a Francophile 
or anything, but these older Frenchman, whether real or 
literary, are pretty darn sexy. 


And one Mr. Gabriel Gaultier takes the cake. 

| can’t stop dreaming about how possessive he was when he 
came to my rescue on multiple occasions. | thought French 
guys were known to be lovers and not fighters, but it sure 
seems he’s the kind of guy who will fight to win my love. 


My love? How silly. 


| open up my in-flight magazine and before | even realize it’s 
the duty free magazine, | open it right to an advertisement 
for Jean-Paul Gaultier’s cologne “Le Male.” It’s the one Kim 
Kardashian supposedly copied for her female line, but | must 
say the male version looks way better, not to mention the 
very obvious bulge in the groin area of the bottle. 


| run my hand across the advert, imagining it’s Gabriel 
before my hand jerks back. 


What in the world is up with my imagination today? 


It must be that I’m just giddy that | get to go on a vacation 
over the holidays to the most romantic city in the world, 
albeit alone. 


Right now life is pretty good. The economy is good. | got 
the job | wanted at an ad firm fresh out of college. I’m able 
to afford a place all of my own. Sure, it’s a four hundred and 
eighty square foot cracker box that one of those super 
cheapie squirt guns could spray water all the way across 
with one squirt...and I’m not talking a super soaker here, I’m 
talking about the most basic plastic ones ever that you see 
at the ninety-nine cent store, but still I’m happy. 


Or at least | thought | was until | saw Gabriel, or more 
accurately he saw me. 


But why is he helping me out like this? 


Guys don’t generally do stuff like this to be nice, and the 
steely looks I’ve seen him give on more than one occasion 
and the firm and dominant, yet not too tight, grasp he had 
on my arm tells me he’s not exactly what I'd call a “nice 


guy.” 


He’s areal man. He’s “nice” in the way | really want...the 
kind of guy who takes charge without asking for permission 
and doesn’t expect or ask for a thank you in return. 


The kind of guy who I can learn about life from, an older man 
whose shoes have been “working” longer than I’ve been 
employed. And | did notice his shoes, and judging from 
what the boys my age are always talking about at the office, 
they sure looked like J.M. Weston’s, the French luxury shoe 
company. 


It’s crazy how much the guys my age at work talk about 
clothes and things like that. Sometimes | wonder how many 
of them even actually like girls, considering they use words 
like “salmon pink” and “robin egg blue” to talk about their 
latest dress shirt purchases that are going to help them 
“crush it, bro” with their clients. 


In one way they’re sticking their chests out like they’re a 
bunch of young lions fighting for superiority on the 
Savannahs of the Serengeti. But when those chests are 
covered in salmon pink and robin egg blue it makes me 
think they’re less interested in looking at a women’s chest 
than other guy’s. It’s not that that’s a problem at all, but it 
is a huge problem when it comes to picking a guy to go out 
with from this group, and by group I mean all guys my age 
I’ve ever met. 


Maybe that’s why I’ve never been interested in guys my own 
age, or why | almost never go out on dates and worse yet 
being the girl who’s never been kissed. 


Twenty-two going on twenty-three and | don’t even know 
what it feels like to get butterflies or to have a lip lock with a 
man, although | do, very unfortunately, know what it means 


to “hang out” with a guy, which | found means go for Taco 
Tuesday, when everything is on discount, while he asks me 
things about sports and tries relentlessly to get me to go 
back to his place so we can “Netflix and chill.” 


That pretty much consists of the two dates I’ve been on in 
my entire life. 


But I think my luck is really starting to change, for example 
the type of plane I’m on...a Boeing 777. When you pull the 
slot lever in Vegas don’t you win if you get all sevens? 


| think so, and | think the way it works is you pull that big, 
steel, phallic rod and it shoots out everything it’s got on you. 


Oh my god, where is my mind right now? 


“More champagne?” Pierre says, arriving out of nowhere, yet 
just in time. 


“Yes, please,” | say as | stick out my flute, but he just hands 
me a fresh one in return. 


| really have no idea how this whole high lifestyle stuff 
works, nor do | know how things are going to “work out” with 
Gabriel when we land. 


But right now all | know is my head is in the clouds both 
literally and figuratively as | tip my seat back a bit, sip on 
my champagne, and close my eyes as | think about this 
possessive Parisian pilot with the hot name, body, career, 
and well...everything. 


CHAPTER 4 


Gabriel 


“Parisian Airlines flight 777, do you read? Over.” 


“This is Parisian Airlines flight 777, tower. We read. Over,” | 
say into my headset. 


“You're deviating off course by twenty-seven degrees. Is 
there some reason you’re headed towards Morocco and not 
Paris, over?” 


| look down at the controls and realize the tower is right. 
We're still over the U.S. right now, but one of the towers we 
just passed must have picked us up on the radar and looked 
into our route. Damn, I’m making all kinds of mistakes right 
now. 


“Just some turbulence. Getting back on track right now, 
tower. Thanks.” 


Turbulence as in the kind going on in my mind since | saw 
that girl. 


“Marie,” | say under my breath and my cock twitches. Even 
her name has a French feel to it, but there’s no way she’s 
French. She doesn’t have the look or the accent. She looks 
more like someone who’s on their way for a romantic 
rendezvous in Paris than an actual Parisian. | know, | am 
one. 


And | also Know I’m going to crash this damn plane if | don’t 
do something about this throbbing erection soon. 


There’s a knock on the cockpit door and | unlock it. 


“We've got a bit of a problem in first class,” Francois, one of 
our flight attendants says. 


| rip off my seatbelt and stand. “What happened?” | snarl. If 
anyone is messing with my woman they’re going to pay. 


“The girl in seat one a, Marie...her seatbelt is stuck. | tried 
to unhook it, but couldn’t get it to let go. Pierre said you 
personally boarded her so | just wanted to let you know.” 


“I did personally board her,” | say. | turn to Baptiste. “You 
got this for a few minutes?” | ask. 


“Sure thing, captain. Take all the time you need.” 


Francois smiles at me. “Nice catch, captain. She’s gota 
nice way about her. Heck, I’d almost go straight for her.” 


| see Baptiste’s head turn quickly towards us as he knows 
what’s coming next and wants to take advantage of his front 
row seat. 

| grab Francois by the collars and lift him off the ground. 
“Stay in your lane, Francois. She’s mine, you understand?” | 
say holding his feet off the ground. 

He shrieks and then says, “Sorry. | was just playing.” 


| put him down and he scurries off. 


Baptiste quickly faces forward and doesn’t say a thing. 


Maybe | overreacted there. Francois is as flamboyant as 
they come and is well known in the thriving gay nightclub 
scene in Paris. When he has extended time in the city he 
even dances in some of the clubs for extra cash and because 
he likes to perform. There’s no way he’s going straight 
anytime soon, but | still don’t like the joke he made. | need 
everyone on this plane, and in the whole of Paris and the 
world, to know she’s mine...and to keep their hands off her 
or else l'Il put my hands on them. And they don’t want that. 


| make my way out of the cockpit, my big frame having to 
duck and contort to get out and | move towards her seat. 


Damn, there she is, her small stature practically swallowed 
up by the big seat. She looks so cute and feminine there 
with that little blanket over the top of her. | can imagine the 
two of us lying on my couch with a blanket watching old 
black and white films in that same horizontal position, 
before we get horizontal in a different way. 


“Hey,” she says and then her little hand comes out from 
underneath the blanket and waves at me. “Sorry to cause 
more troubles for you. I’m not trying, | promise.” 


Oh, she’s trouble all right, but in the best kind of way. 


“It’s not your fault. These things do this all the time. Let me 
have a look at it.” 


| move in closer and as I do she pulls back her blanket. The 
first thing I see is the seat belt across her lap. If this was a 
car and not a plane, and the seat belt was going at a right 
angle across her chest, through the valley between her 
breasts, there’s no way I'd be able to control myself. As | 
squat down | feel lightheaded and then a rage of jealousy 


shoots through me. The thought of somebody else someday 
seeing what I’m imagining pisses me the fuck off. 


| grab the blanket and move it close to her chest. “You can 
keep the blanket on up here, so you don’t get cold,” | say. 


“Thanks,” she says, but it’s the other passengers that should 
be thanking her because if she didn’t have that blanket 
there and | saw someone trying to check her out | would 
knock them out. 

Damn, why am I so intense today with so many thoughts of 
violence? I’m a no-nonsense kind of guy but today I’m not 
just thinking about the things it takes to fly a plane, but also 
the ways l’d send guys flying through the air as | decked 
them with a solid right cross, a fist to the face, if they tried 
to step to my woman. 

| play with the seat a bit and find what looks like a solution. 
“I'll be right back,” I say. “Don’t go anywhere.” 


She laughs and I quickly move towards the small employee 
locker we have in front of first class, removing a hanger. 


A few seconds later I’ve got the tip worked into the buckle 
and the strap releases and she’s back in business. 


“Let me see if it’s going to work now,” | say. 
| buckle it up again and hit the release and it does just that. 
“You fixed it,” she says. 


But | still haven’t fixed the problem in my pants. 


“Glad | could help,” | say, knowing the only one who can 
help me with my other problem is her. 


“Gabriel,” | say, finally introducing myself. 
“I know,” she says. “Marie.” 
“I know.” 


A moment passes between us where nothing is said, the way 
we look at each other saying more than words ever could. 


“I should probably use the ladies room,” she says. “Three 
flutes of champagne at this altitude...let me tell ya.” 


| offer her my hand and help her bring her seat back upright 
and then assist her in getting out of her seat. 


Just as she does we hit a single spot of turbulence and her 
body falls right into mine, my arms wrapping around her 
keeping her safe with my hands going behind her head 
instinctively as | pull her face into my chest. 


She doesn’t move, just leaving her head there and right in 
front of all the other passengers | can’t help but drop my 
chin and take a deep inhale of the scent of her long, golden 
locks. 


It doesn’t smell like a fruity shampoo, but more like 
something sophisticated and natural. I’m guessing she uses 
something unscented and this incredible aroma is her own, 
and when | notice the other passengers eyeing me strangely 
| don’t have to guess that they think I’ve lost it completely. 


| should let her go, but the warmth of her body, the feeling 
of her breasts pressed up against my body, the way she fits 


perfectly against me and in my grasp is too much. 


| can feel her heartbeat racing and her breath on my upper 
arm. 


One passenger has his phone out and he looks like he’s 
trying to covertly prepare to take a picture of us. 


Fuck, | could lose my pilot’s license and the worst part is | 
know it would be worth it. 


What’s the point of flying all over the world and seeing all 
these amazing places with French influence like Tahiti, 
Corsica, the Ivory Coast, Vietnam, and so many more when | 
do it alone? There is no point. 


How incredible would it be for us to stay in an open water 
bungalow in Bora Bora, diving nude into the crystal clear 
waters of the Pacific? 


How about walking hand in hand through the fields of 
lavender in Da Lat, Vietnam, the place known as Le Petit 
Paris? 


What about spending the rest of our lives in Corsica, where 
Napoléon Bonaparte is from, but instead of building a vast 
military empire we could build an entirely different kind of 
empire of our own...a family, our own dynasty? 


“Let me show you to the toilet,” | say, taking her by the hand 
and leading her past the first class toilet and to the private 
one only the pilots use. 


| watch as she steps inside, and is a bit slow to close the 
door. My dick jerks thinking for the first time how badly | 


want to join the Mile High Club. | always thought it was 
some cliché...until her. 


Once she’s inside | move away from the door. I’m going to 
make sure she gets back to her seat okay before anything 
else. 


Just a minute later she’s out and | take her hand and 
accompany her back to her seat. 


“Thank you,” she says, buckling her seatbelt. 


| just nod, knowing there’s so much more we could be doing 
right now. 


| turn to leave and | hear the buckle making a clicking sound 
repeatedly. 


“Ut oh,” she says, looking down at it. 
| give it a quick look. “It’s broken.” 
“What should | do when the fasten seatbelt light comes on?” 


You should already be in my lap, riding me when that 
happens...the turbulence just heightening the experience. 


An alternative hits me, but damn, this is really a risk. This 
could get me in a ton of hot water, and not just with the 
airline. 


But there’s no way I’m leaving my woman out here without a 
seat belt. I’m a damn good pilot, and part of that is knowing 
all my passengers are safe at all times, especially her. 


| don’t hesitate, finagling the belt free one last time and 
then quickly taking her by the hand and leading her towards 
the front of the plane, pulling the curtain closed behind us. 


CHAPTER 5 


Marie 
| feel my heart skip a beat as he closes the curtain. 
They way he’s very much in charge of everything all the 
time, his authoritative uniform, and the fact that there is no 
one around has me shaking slightly. 
| feel my panties moisten quickly and although part of me 
wants what I think he wants, I’m not sure if I’m ready for 
this. 


He opens a small hatch and extends his arm to a set of 
stairs. What the heck? 


“Where do these stairs go?” 

“Up.” 

It hits me that I’ve been too docile up to this point. It was 
fine leading up to this point when he helped me through a 
very stressful situation and the seatbelt thing, but it’s time 
to show this guy that being agreeable and having a 
backbone are not mutually exclusive. 


“| know that, but where? This seems...unusual.” 


“It is unusual. I’ve never offered this to anyone before, so 
it’s safe to say this is unchartered territory for both of us.” 


“But what is this?” | say taking a step back. 


“This...is the pilot's resting area. It’s above first class, and 
tucked behind the cockpit on a Boeing 777, which is what 
this plane is.” 


“A Boeing 777 and Flight number 777 also?” 
“Yes, another unusual thing about this flight.” 


“This whole thing has been unusual, not that I’m 
complaining.” 


“I know and that’s why I’m offering you access up here. We 
have a lot of great passengers, but loads of complainers too. 
You've never complained once, and...there’s just something 
about you.” 


“Something about me?” | say, raising an eyebrow as | 
instinctively point a finger back at my chest. 


“More than something...everything.” 


At this point | want to say this guy is just some cheesy 
carbon copy of the “romantic” French guys you see in 
movies...the ones who lay it on thick for the tourist girls in 
Paris and maybe the south of France too. | can just imagine 
some unsuspecting young backpackers showing up at 
Cannes during the film festival being offered “exclusive” 
entrance onto some “yacht” only to find out it’s a fishing 
boat converted for the week into something for “extravagant 
parties.” Translation...a guy trying to get some action at any 
and all costs under very misleading pretenses. No thank 
you. 


But Gabriel isn’t laying it on thick at all. Everything seems 
so natural with him and although he does seem a bit 


possessive it always comes from a place of caring. 


Call ita women’s intuition but I trust him. Do I trust him 
enough to climb up these stairs to some secret cabin, 
though? That’s the question. 


What’s certainly not a question is how my body feels every 
time he’s close. | may have stepped away instinctively out 
of a slight fear, but his magnetic presence is quickly reeling 
me right back in. 


And | quickly learn something else about myself. 


The boys my age try and “get” girls with their humor, 
sometimes daddy’s money, or any other of the assortment of 
strategies that I’ve overheard them talking about. 


But when it comes to Gabriel, there are none of those tricks. 
If anything it’s his powerful presence and his desire to help, 
even though it might be a little overbearing looking in 
hindsight, that makes your mind fixate on him...asS mine has 
been since the first moment he walked into my life, took me 
by the arm and started making my life much, much better 
without asking for anything in return...yet. 


“If you don’t feel comfortable, you don’t have to go. | 
understand, but the options are to go back to your original 
seat, without a seatbelt which will cause me to worry this 
entire flight and who knows...maybe I'll be so worried | fly us 
to Iceland instead of Paris if the stress eats at me like | know 
it’s going to.” 


| can’t help but smile slightly at that comment. 


“Or you can climb up these stairs and enjoy a bigger TV, a 
Space all to yourself, and | can have an entire bottle of 


champagne sent up all for you, although | recommend you 
don’t drink any more. Long haul flights are very 
dehydrating as it is and drinking alcohol makes it even 
worse. Your skin is flawless, beautiful, and switching from 
champagne to water will help keep it that way so when we 
land you'll look and feel fresh and ready to explore Paris for 
the first time...assuming this is your first time in my city.” 


“You can tell?” 
“You have that look in your eye.” 
“What look?” 


“Like you've been planning this. Like you read guidebooks, 
got all the information you could off the Internet, probably 
downloaded the city map that you could use offline, and 
probably even watched a few French films with English 
subtitles. | wouldn’t be surprised if you tried a bit of 
Pimsleur French, or maybe Rosetta Stone, just so you could 
be considerate and speak with people, or at least try, when 
the time comes. Wait!” 


“What?” 


“| see you as more of a Michel Thomas Method kind of 
learner. Am I right?” 


Damn, | can’t hold back the smile that overtakes my face. 
“Guilty,” | say. 
“And | also see that you want to go up those steps and see 


for yourself what it’s like up there.” He takes a step back. 
“Here,” he says, extending his hand. “Just duck behind the 


door, and lock it real quick and no one can follow you up. 
There won't be anything to worry about.” 


“That’s what a guy who’s already set the trap up there would 
Say.” 


He smiles. “You’re smart...too smart. | can’t even keep up.” 
He pauses just looking deep into my eyes with that smile 
and as crazy as it sounds | really feel a connection. 


“But as you've already seen | wouldn’t let anyone harm you, 
and that’s why I’m offering you this place all to yourself, but 
if you don’t feel comfortable...! guess l'Il have to show you 
back to your seat.” 


He doesn’t move and neither do I. I’m glad | stood up for 
myself on his “turf,” but | am curious. 


“So the door locks from the inside?” 
“Only the inside. See for yourself.” 


| swing the door open more and examine it without moving 
from my spot. 


“If you need anything you can call me. There’s a phone up 
there, but if for any reason we drop below ten thousand feet, 
and there’s a reading on the TV that shows you our 
elevation, don’t call me...just come down.” 


“Why shouldn’t I call you below ten thousand feet?” 
“Conversation below ten thousand feet is restricted to issues 


directly related to operating the airplane. No non-pertinent 
conversation is permitted by the FAA.” 


“They’re listening in?” 

“No, but they might pick it up as background noise or ask 
me what’s going on. Explaining that there’s a passenger, 
and | hate to call you that because you’re so much more, up 
in a restricted area could require a lot of explaining.” 

“I’m so much more than a passenger?” 

“Yes,” he says immediately. 

| feel tingly and excited, wondering exactly what he means 
and hoping it means something along the lines of the 
images that are flashing through my head right now. 


“What am | then?” 


“Mine.” 


CHAPTER 6 


Gabriel 


“Man, I’m beat,” Baptiste says. 


| look at my Breitling and see it’s already well into the night, 
which is surprising considering how time has been dragging. 


That’s how it works when you can’t take your mind off 
someone, or at least that’s what they say. 


And now, for the first time in my life, | can confirm the 
saying is true. 

| want to go up to the pilot’s quarters so damn bad and 
claim her as mine, but this isn’t the time or the place. We 
can do that another time, but our first time needs to be done 
right. She’s perfect and she deserves it. 


And my co-pilot doesn’t deserve to see my angel sleeping, 
let alone know she’s up there. 


“Something of mine is the cabin upstairs. Let me go grab it 
and then you can have the place all to yourself.” 


“You don’t need to sleep?” 
“No, I’m totally wired.” 
“How much coffee did you drink?” 


“None.” 


“And you're this wide awake?” he says giving me an 
incredulous look. 


| just nod as | undo my seat belt and exit the cockpit, closing 
the door to the cockpit before gently knocking on the door 
to upstairs. 


No answer. 
| turn the handle slightly and it opens. 


| don’t like this, not one bit. The idea that anyone could just 
barge in on my woman doesn’t sit well with me at all. 


Yes, we're over thirty thousand feet in the sky and most of 
the passengers in business class are either asleep or have 
reputations to protect, which would make the idea of being 
busted for snooping around on a plane ludicrous, but still... 
I’m not about taking chances when it comes to her. 


I’m up the stairs quickly and thankfully she’s just there 
sleeping. Damn, she really does look like an angel...my 
angel. 


“Hey there, sunshine,” | say wiggling her foot lightly. 


Slowly she rolls off her side and over onto an elbow as she 
takes in the sight of me. 


“Hey,” she says giving me a smile even though she’s barely 
awake. 


Damn, that’s the sight | want to see every morning for the 
rest of my life. | could wake up every day to her natural 


beauty and that smile of hers that hits me right in the chest 
making my entire body feel warm. 


“Sleep good?” 
“Amazing. Thank you.” 


“Good. Sorry to wake you but the co-pilot wants to catch a 
few zzz’s and | can’t exactly ask him to just kick his feet up 
in your assigned seat. 


She laughs. “That wouldn’t exactly instill a lot of confidence 
in the other passengers, would it?” 


| laugh. She’s sharp and has a good sense of humor, 
especially considering she just woke up. 


“Not really,” | say, to which she laughs herself. 


| move down the steps first, waiting at the bottom as she 
descends. 


My hands follow her hips down incase she stumbles. 


As her body moves, and my hands move with her, it’s so 
hard for me not to just grab her, spin her around right on the 
ladder while her head is about at my height, and kiss her 
hard. 


But I can’t. If | lose it now, or tell her all the things I’ve been 
imagining as I sit up there flying the plane with miles of sky 
in front of me with nothing but a vivid imagination to 
entertain myself, she’d be so scared she’d probably jump 
out of the plane. 


“Want to see the cockpit?” | ask, as she takes the last step 
down. 


“Sure! | mean...if it’s allowed.” 
“You’re allowed whatever you want. You just tell me.” 


“Well...” she says bringing a finger up to her bottom lip as 
her eyes narrow, just before she laughs and then playfully 
slaps me on the arm...letting it rest there just a moment 
longer than what would be considered normal. 


“We're already up in the stars. | could grab a couple, and 
even the moon, if that’s what you wanted.” 


What in the hell? Did | just say that? What’s gotten into 
me? 


| know and the better question is when I’m going to get into 
her, and claim her as mine, because my ability to wait is 
quickly going out the window. 


“Awww,” she says. “lIl take a rain check on the stars, but 
I’m really interested in seeing the cockpit. That’s definitely 
on my bucket list, if | had one that is.” 


“Cockpit is all yours, you just have to promise me you won't 
touch anything,” | say. 


“Of course,” she says. 
What a hypocrite | am because | know once she’s in there 


my ability to resist touching her is going to go out the 
window. 


“Okay. Can you just stand inside the toilet and wait for me 
to knock?” 


“Stand inside the toilet in order to see the cockpit? This 
sounds like some weird trick to get a video that’s going to 
wind up on the Internet before we land.” 


“Never. Sharing your beauty with the world is the dumbest 
thing a man could ever do. |... mean it would be terrible to 
lock you up from the world, but the man who is lucky 
enough to have you should be smart enough to know 
exactly how lucky he is, and keep what’s his, his.” 


Her head turns slowly to the side as her eyes narrow once 
again. She seems to be surveying me deeply, as I would a 
strange weather pattern that’s rapidly approaching. 


And she’s right because | feel like a tornado right now that’s 
getting way too close to spinning out of control. 


“Okay,” she says, taking a step backwards as she reaches for 
the horizontal doorknob behind her, sliding the door and 
stepping over the threshold. She does it all backwards, 
without taking her eyes off mine, my need causing me to 
subconsciously hold my breath until the door shuts. 


| exhale hard, bending over at the waist not even realizing 
how much tightness and stress I’m bottling up inside. 


Trying to control myself is going to stress me out so much | 
might even pass out if | keep this up. Not even all the G- 
force | ever experienced in those flight simulators knocked 
me out cold, but the pull she has on me is bringing me so 
close it’s dangerous. 


After I’m breathing to a point where it doesn’t sound like | 
just ran a marathon going all out, | Knock on the door and let 
Baptiste know he can proceed upstairs. 


Once he passes by | shut the door and gently tap on the 
toilet door. 


She opens it and | take her by the hand and break the 
number one rule of flying by taking her into the cockpit. 


Am | guilty of breaking the golden rule? Yes. 


Did she break all the rules by coming into my world and 
flipping it completely on its head? Yes. 


Did they break the mold when they made her? Yes. 


And that’s why she’s the exception to every rule...rules 
which were meant to be broken. 


And l'm going to break if | don’t have her soon. 


CHAPTER 7 


Marie 
“What does this button do?” 


“No, no, no!” he says in his thick French accent, the husky 
notes echoing off the inside of the cockpit and making me 
feel it in my core. 


“Got ya,” | say. 


“You got me? I’m the one who’s gonna get you,” he says, 
reaching across the center console of knobs, buttons, and 
levers to tickle me right in the ribs. 


“Hey!” | yell, writhing as I try and escape his long, thick 
fingers which seem to find my most ticklish spots. 


| manage to move far enough away to escape, or more 
accurately he eases off me. There’s no way | could get away 
from those big, strong hands of his if he didn’t allow it. The 
more time | spend with him the more | want him to catch me 
and not let go. 


“What is all this?” | say, motioning to the center console 
between our two seats. 


“That’s the transponder.” 


“Trans what?” 


“Transponder. It’s how air traffic control keep an eye on us. 
It ‘squawks’ and they pick it up.” 


“Squawks like a parrot?” 


“That’s a good analogy actually, because parrots repeat 
things right?” 


“It looks big.” 

“Twenty inches across and mostly made of metal.” 
“So the powers that be always know where you are?” 
“That’s right.” 


“But do they always know what you're doing?” | ask, putting 
the armrest down and leaning on it, getting my body 
halfway over the transponder and seeing what kind of 
response he gives from the chance to look down my top a 
bit. 


“| guess that depends on if this is turned on or off,” he says, 
pointing to a button which is in the mute position. 


My eyes move from the button to his pants and then to his 
face. 


He doesn’t flinch and doesn’t acknowledge or apologize for 
the button that has very apparently already been pushed... 
the one in his head that’s got his cock fighting to break free 
of his trousers. 


Without breaking eye contact he pushes his armrest down, 
leaning across the transponder stopping just inches short of 
my face. 


| can feel his breath on my face...hear him take in quick, 
Shallow breaths of oxygen as his pupils dilate and | know my 
body is doing all the same things too. 


My stomach tightens and | know that I’m about to finally 
lose that whole “never been kissed” badge at over thirty 
thousand feet off the ground. 


Has that ever happened before? 


Hard telling, but it’s not hard to tell how hard he is as I can 
hear the leather seat squeak as he moves his lower half to 
try and relieve the pressure that’s built up in his boxer 
briefs, or whatever he’s got on underneath his uniform. 


| move in closer and he responds by doing the same, our lips 
only separated by a hairsbreadth now as I can feel the heat 
from his skin on mine. 


My eyes close and my lips soften, but don’t part, just before | 
feel his mouth find mine and | feel like I’ve stepped outside 
the cockpit and am floating on one of those big fluffy clouds. 


It’s the first time I’ve ever felt something so powerful in my 
entire life. 


| hear the armrest squeak and then feel the tips of his 
fingers on my cheek, as he pushes a lock of hair behind my 
ear as his head turns slightly to his right, as mine turns to 
my right, allowing our kiss to grow deeper, hungrier, and 
more needy. 


One hand comes off my armrest and | reach for his arm, 
finding his thick tricep that’s so big | can’t even get my 
hand around half of it. 


Even through his uniform | can make out each of the 
muscles in his arm. | squeeze them hard, but they don’t 
budge. 


Using the armrest for leverage | take the initiative, realizing 
he’s risking everything here, and squat in my seat before 
placing my shins on the armrest as | steady the rest of my 
body by bringing my second arm over to his other arm and 
then slowly working my hands down his body like I’m some 
sort of gymnast. 


As soon as | find his belt, | unbuckle it with one hand and 
grab his cock over the top of his pants with the other, 
feeling it’s thickness wondering how I’m going to fit all of 
that anywhere inside of me. 


But am | ever ready to try. 


His hand cups my ass hard, palming my globe and lifting me 
a bit, taking the stress off my shins. 


Is this man lifting my entire body weight with one hand just 
by simply taking one of my glutes in his hand? 


Yes. 


I’ve never felt so weightless or feminine before, and he’s 
made me feel this way without even saying a word. 


And now I’m going to make him feel something neither one 
of us will ever forget. 


| unzip his pants and grab greedily at his boxer briefs, before 
sliding a hand underneath, taking hold of his monster cock 
and pulling it clean out of his underwear as a deep moan 


rumbles from his chest as he lies back in his seat, moving 
me slightly to the side with it. 


My balance is shaky and he must notice it because suddenly 
his grip on my backside gets even tighter and he spins me 
around so l'm at a vertical angle with my face pointing 
down, staring down the crown of his cock. 


| can see the precome glistening in the light from the control 
panel wondering what kind of view he’s got, but | don’t have 
to wait long because suddenly | feel him jerk my pants to my 
ankles before | hear my shoes hit the floor and then my 
pants and panties just after. 


| feel the cool air on my pussy but it does little to turn down 
the heat inside me. The air is the cockpit is thick as I lean 
in, taking the head of his cock in my mouth and slowly slide 
down his shaft taking a few inches before bringing my head 
back. 


He’s leaned so far back in his chair that we’re closer to being 
horizontal than we are to being vertical, which means not so 
much blood is rushing to my head, but by the size of the 
vein throbbing in his dick there’s definitely a lot of blood 
rushing to the other head that men often think with. 


But there’s no thinking about anything when it comes to 
him, he’s long, well groomed, and fulfills an oral fixation | 
didn’t even know | had...and | can’t even take half of him. 


Suddenly | feel a warm flick right through my folds and a hot 
breath slide through the crack of my ass and the realization 
that he’s about to eat me out from behind has my pussy 
clenching as | try not to bite down on his dick as | want to 
cry out in ecstasy. 


My head continues moving up and down, bobbing on his 
pole while he licks me from the front door to just shy of the 
back, his tongue opening me up wide as a musky scent of 
sex fills the air to the point I’m sure the windows must be 
fogging, but how could | know? I’ve got a face-full of cock 
that’s demanding my attention and nothing in the world 
could pull me from it... 


Until his tongue dives deep inside finding my spot and he 
literally pulls a wave from inside of me and I unleash a 
tsunami into his mouth which causes him to erupt deep into 
my throat, the hot jets shocking me and | quickly realize 
gravity isn’t my friend in this situation and | need to think 
fast. 


| swallow everything he has to give, sucking hard and taking 
big gulps of his gift as my stomach tightens and | finish 
again right on his face as he greedily keeps my body and 
clothes just as clean and spotless as | keep his uniform, | 
greedily continue to gulp down every drop he has to offer, 
and his offer is more than generous from what little porn I’ve 
seen on the Internet. 


Finally, when it seems like he has nothing more to give | 
come up off his cock and move my jaw a few times, not 
realizing how tight it'd gotten. But there’s no time to think 
about that now, | need air and there’s none to be found. 


As if he’s reading my mind he flips one of the countless 
switches sending a plentiful rush of oxygen to the both of us 
as our chests heave in a failed attempt to come back down 
from our highs. 


He slowly eases me back, placing my feet on the ground just 
past the transponder and | grab my panties and pants and 


quickly slide them back on as I hear him fasten his buckle as 
he continues to exhale hard through his mouth. 


| may have had some champagne, but after the nap I’m 
completely sober, not to mention the last thing | want to 
blame this on is irresponsibility or alcohol. I’m glad | lived 
out this fantasy, and I’m even happier he was the fantastic 
Frenchman to do it with. 


But my nervous mind quickly wonders if this is something 
he’s done before. Okay, maybe not the whole bit at the 
airport, but has he invited other girls up to the captain’s 
quarters or the captain’s cabin or whatever it’s called? 


Something tells me he hasn’t, but that something in my gut 
is met with a slap of reality from my mind. Come on...of 
course he has. 

How can | think I’m so special when what happened 
happened so quickly and with such an alpha male ina 
uniform? 


He must have women lining up left and right for this kind of 
experience. Heck, he’s probably got it down to a science. 


The co-pilot needing to catch some zzz'’s? Yeah, right. 
My guilty conscious tells me they probably take turns. 


| need to calm down, with all these thoughts going through 
my head. 


I’m still glad | did what I did, but I’m starting to feel a bit 
cheap about it. 


Oh well, at least once we land l'Il never have to see him 
again. And technically | still am a virgin, having saved 
myself for the man of my dreams. 


The funny thing is, in the moment and the more | got to 
know him | really thought it was him. 


Then | just realized I’m an innocent girl and he’s an older 
man who’s experienced it all traveling the globe. 


| need to regroup and it’s not like | can just run to my tiny 
apartment back in L.A. and hide underneath the covers. 
That’s not what being a real adult is all about anyways. 


| quickly show myself out of the cockpit, partially because 
the guilt is starting to set in and also because | honestly 
don’t want him to get in trouble. It was hard not to scream 
out when he pleased me the way he did. I can only imagine 
what radio frequencies might have picked that up and who 
he’d have to answer to. 


Strangely enough, not talking during the entire thing was 
kind of...more erotic. 


| was so focused on what I was doing and what he was doing 
to me, and by eliminating the sense of sound it must have 
heightened all the other senses. 


Not only that, | didn’t even want any kind of communication 
device to pick up heavy breathing, so | found myself holding 
my breath more often than not. 


I’m no expert on intimacy, or even this kind of hot and 
heavy “stranger” stuff, but it kind of gave me the same 
sensation I’ve read about in Cosmo and other women’s 


magazines where women explain how a man applying a bit 
of pressure around their throats turns them on so much. 


In no way am | about to call myself the next Dr. Ruth, but | 
feel like I’ve learned something about myself and the human 
body in the process. 


When | arrive at my seat | don’t stop to do anything other 
than grab my carry-on from the overhead compartment. 


Quickly | make my way through the curtain, past business 
class, and into coach. 


Except for a handful of people reading with their overhead 
lights on, the plane is totally dark and everyone is asleep. 


| see a window Seat that’s open and | quickly make my way 
to it, carefully sliding past a man who’s snoring so loud | 
know there’s no way I’m waking him up...and | don’t. 


| take a blanket out of it’s package, slouch down in my seat, 
and wrap the blanket over my head and rest the side of my 
face against the window. 


What a heck of a way to start a vacation. 


Too bad that nothing could ever really happen with me and 
my Parisian pilot. 


CHAPTER 8 


Gabriel 


“That can’t be everyone,” | say as the last passenger 
disembarks from the plane heading for the shuttle bus which 
will take everyone to the double doors leading to 
immigrations. 


“That’s everyone, captain. | even looked under the seats,” 
Francois says. 


There is no way she got past me. | was out of the cockpit 
and saw every face that stepped off my plane. 


So where is my woman? 


| don’t like this one bit, and I’ve been mad as hell since what 
happened, happened. 


| even went into first and business class and had Francois 
keep an eye on the toilets to see if she was hiding in there. 
Nothing. 


There’s no way she got off this plane. 


“Go ahead and roll that one back, boys,” a voice says on the 
tarmac. 


Roll that one back? 


| take two steps forward and see they’ve brought a set of 
steps not only for the front of the plane but also the back. 


Shit! 

| take off like a bat out of hell, practically sliding down the 
steps out the front of the plane and yell for the bus driver to 
wait, but he’s already entered the restricted zone. 


“Hey you! Stop!” an air traffic controller yells, but | don’t 
even consider turning around. 


| sprint behind the bus, even seeing some of the people in 
the back looking, pointing, and smiling. Two Japanese 
tourists flash me peace signs and try and line up selfies. 
“Stop the bus!” | yell putting my hand up. 

They shake their heads and insist on the peace sign. 

Talk about cultural differences. 

Of course immigration is on the other side of the building so 
I’m dodging taxing planes, baggage carts, buses... 
everything. 

But! don’t care. She will not escape me. 

I'd rather get hit by one of these buses than feel the pain of 
knowing the one got away. No way that’s haunting me for 


the rest of my life. 


“Whoa buddy,” some security guard says as he puts up a 
hand as | near immigration just after the bus. 


| grab it and push it aside mid-stride as | race up the steps, 
easily outpacing the escalator. 


| continue sprinting down the hallway where | come upon 
the steps down to immigrations. 


Never in my life was | that kind of kid and | guess at thirty- 
seven it’s time to do something I’ve always wanted, but 
never tried. 

| put my butt on the rail and go for a rail-slide. 

Twenty-five years of doing abdominal crunches pays Off as | 
tighten my core and keep my balance as | slide right off the 
bottom of the rail after sliding straight down four flights. 
“Marie!” | yell. 

Nothing. 

| run to the cabin crew line and hold up my passport as | try 
and run through the line, but they have those electronic 
glass doors that slide open only after the immigration official 
presses a button. 


| shove my passport through the slot and the guy looks at 
me like I’m crazy. 


“Come on, man! It’s an emergency.” 


He stamps it with a curious eye, but | don’t have time to set 
him straight. 


Instead | head straight to baggage claim...and she’s not 
there. 


My chest is heaving as | look around realizing | lost her. 


Wait! 


She didn’t take her original flight and they didn’t get time to 
transfer the bag over so she’s probably at their counter 
realizing exactly what I’m realizing. 

| grab a worker and ask them where their counter is. 

Three minutes later and | see her in the distance. | keep 
running and then throw my feet sideways sliding the last ten 
yards and then stopping right next to her. 

“Got ya,” | say completely out of breath. 

“Hey,” she says. 

“Hey? ” 


“Hey,” she repeats. 


“Where were you going? You just disappeared and | had to 
chase you down like a deranged stalker or something.” 


“Are you?” 

| can see a strange look in her eye that | can’t quite place. 
She’s not mad, but she’s obviously not happy either. What 
in the world set her off? 

“Can we talk?” 

“What is there to talk about?” 

“You. Me. Us.” 


“What about...us?” 


“Please,” | say motioning to the side. 

She breathes out hard and reluctantly takes a few steps 
away from the counter after sliding them her email address 
and thanking them for their help. 


“What’s wrong? Why are you acting this way?” 


“Why did you follow me? Do you always follow them?” she 
asks. 


“Huh? What are you talking about? Who’s them?” 

“The girls you take into the cockpit. Look, I’m not mad 
about what happened, I’m really not, but it was way out of 
the ordinary for me and at the time, well | have no idea what 
| was thinking, | thought maybe we had a connection.” 

“We do have a connection,” | say. 


“What? With our mouths and our...” 


“I’m not even talking about that. You think | just offered you 
a ride on my flight because | had some ulterior motives?” 


“Why else would you do it?” 

“To be nice.” 

“Since when are the French known for being nice?” 

“Oh! So you want to stereotype an entire country now too 
because you did something that,” | raise my hands using air 


quotes, “was out of the ordinary for you? Don’t you think 
that was out of the ordinary for me too?” 


“It wasn’t?” 


“It was completely out of the ordinary, It’s the first time I’ve 
ever tried something like that. Are you kidding me? Do you 
think I'd risk my career, and all the years of studying and 
training that lead up to it for a fling with some random 
person that | wanted some crazy story with? You did 
something that was out of the ordinary and | did too, even 
more so than you if you really want to compare apples to 
apples, but I’m not here to try and compete with you. I’m 
trying to be on the same team with you.” 


“Same team with me? I’m in Paris for a week and then | go 
back home.” 


“And I’m a pilot who flies Paris to L.A. and back once to three 
times a week. You think | can’t tell you where to get the best 
authentic Tacos in L.A., or which sushi spots serve California 
rolls with real crab meat and which ones use imitation? 
Believe me I’ve tried them all, or at least all of the ones 
worth trying. L.A. is my second home, my adopted home in 
a lot of ways.” 


She just stands there staring at me, unflinching like a wall. 
And just like any wall that’s in my way when I want 
something I’m going to keep chipping at it until | get what | 
want, and damn do I want her more than anything. 


“How do I know you’re not crazy?” 


“lam crazy, can’t you see. That’s my strength, not my 
weakness. | make the most of the once in a lifetime 
opportunities life puts in front of me. | don’t ask twice and | 
don’t ask for permission because by definition, you only get 
one fleeting moment to snatch up a once in a lifetime 
opportunity and make it yours.” 


“And l'm a once in a lifetime opportunity?” she says, her 
head recoiling as she looks at me incredulously. 


“Does this answer your question,” | say, grabbing her and 
pulling her body in hard and kissing her even harder. 


The car rental agencies and tour group booking stands erupt 
in applause, but | pay them no mind. 


If they want a show they can go to the movies. This is real 
life, and nothing is going to stop me from making our two 
lives become one. 


CHAPTER 9 


Marie 
Thirty minutes later we pull up to my hostel. 


I’ve calmed down a lot and even apologized for my 
behavior. It’s not an excuse but | guess with the holidays, 
me almost missing my flight, getting the V.I.P. treatment and 
then what happened on the flight, and then having some 
time to actually process it, my head just started spinning. 


Add in the fact that I’m trying to squeeze in this once ina 
lifetime trip, that I’ve wanted to take for so long, around a 
holiday to avoid having to ask for time off, because | don’t 
have any, and I guess my stress levels were a lot higher than 
| thought. 


As we rode into the city in his Toyota Land Cruiser it made 
me realize I’m not as grown up as I really thought I was. 


Sure | live in my own place, pay all my own bills, and even 
have a really nice job, but it takes more than 
“achievements” on a checklist to make you an adult. Seeing 
life from that perspective made me realize that maybe | 
shouldn’t be so quick to judge all the guys my age. I’m still 
not attracted to them, but maybe | shouldn’t think that 
they’re below me in terms of their maturity level when | 
apparently can act childish as well. 


| guess it really is true, age ain’t nothin’ but a number, as 
the slang saying goes. 


That said, Gabriel is more mature in his numerical age, if 
that makes sense without sounding redundant, and simply 
more mature as a person. 


And now | sure am glad he is a little crazy, or at least crazy 
enough to track me down like he did and to set things 
straight. 


He flies into that airport one to three times a week so he has 
to face all those people again for the foreseeable future...all 
those people who saw him coming after me like he did. He 
told me the story just a few minutes ago and fortunately in 
hindsight we were able to laugh about it together. 


“This is it?” 
“Yeah, this is me,” | say reaching for the handle, but the door 


doesn’t open. “Are you going to unlock the door or take me 
hostage now?” 


“That sign says ‘Michael’s Happy Hostel’.” 
“Yeah, that’s the name of the place.” 


“You’re not staying there.” 


“What do you mean,” | protest, and it’s not a question. “I 
have a non-refundable reservation.” 


“I'll give you your money back.” 
“It will be fine.” 
“Fine? Michael as in Michael Myers, the crazy guy from the 


movie Halloween and the sequels that came after? And 
speaking of movies, wasn’t Hostel a movie about a bunch of 


kids staying in a hostel who are abducted by an organization 
where rich people to kill them?” 


“They're just movies.” 

“And we're just leaving.” 

“You're kidnapping me then? So you are crazy?” 

“I’m taking you to a proper place that’s safe. A place where 
you won’t have a bunch of kids playing spin the bottle all 
night and then the people that work there trying to wait for 
all the foreign girls to get drunk so they can try and take 
advantage of them.” 

“Why would you say that?” 

“Because there have been reports of exactly that happening 
here in town, and some of the flight attendants have tried 
staying in hostels when they have layovers in places where 
our airline doesn’t have an agreement with a hotel, and 
they’ve confirmed the same things I’d already heard. | can’t 
let you stay there.” 

“| don’t have money for a hotel.” 

“You don’t need money. You’re my guest.” 


“At your place?” 


“You’re my guest the entire time you’re in Paris, and my 
guests never reach for their pocketbook to pay.” 


“But you are taking me to your place?” 


“| have a spare bedroom that locks from the inside if you 
don’t feel safe.” 


As | continue to get to know Gabriel more and more, and see 
his personality off-duty now that we’ve moved on from the 
drama | have to admit | needlessly created, | don’t know if | 
feel safe around him...safe meaning that I’m not going to be 
able to stop myself from doing something like what we 
already did...and a whole lot more. 


CHAPTER 10 


Gabriel 


She’s been mine since the first moment | saw her, and there 
was no way | was letting her slip through my fingers. 


| don’t care if | had to run through Charles de Gaulle Airport 
looking like a fool. The only fool would have been me if |’d 
let her get away. 


And that wasn’t going to happen...not the only woman 
that’s ever made me feel this way. 


Once I want something | go after it with everything I’ve got, 
just like I’m doing with her. If anything I’ve had to keep it 
toned down so as not to scare her. How could | tell her that | 
was sitting up in that cockpit just thinking about how she’s 
going to be my wife, the mother of my children, my 
everything. How one day we'll move to the French 
countryside, maybe just outside of St. Tropez have a little 
place that we call home and where we can ride to the most 
beautiful beach in the world with our kids...just pull out our 
bicycles and ride down an old dirt path, parking our bikes in 
the reeds just back from the water. 


Nobody will steal them, just like nobody will ever steal her 
away from me. 


But damn has she ever stolen my heart. | shake my head as 
| take a Sip of my wine on the couch. Stole my heart...words 
like these have never entered my mind...until now, until her. 


| can’t keep holding back. I’m done waiting. 


Once she wakes up from her nap I’m taking her out, showing 
her the city. Holding her hand and walking her through all 
the best parts of Paris so everyone can see that she’s mine. 
Damn right I’m gonna show her off, but if | catch any man 
trying to chat her up or looking too long I’m going to put an 
end to that right then and there. 


Real men stay faithful. There’s no need to be looking at 
another man’s woman...ever. Those guys should be finding 
new ways to love their own, not looking at mine. And that’s 
exactly what she is...mine. 


And to think she’s just on the other side of the door behind 
me, my little angel sleeping away in my T-shirt that is way 
too big for her and my boxer briefs. 


My stomach tightens and my dick hardens even more just at 
the thought. 


| should be catching a nap right now too, but | can’t. 
Knowing I’m so damn close to having her. Knowing that 
she’s here in my house has me on edge. And knowing that 
she’s going to make this house a home is everything, 
because family is everything. 


| never had one growing up and knew | never needed one. 
I’m a survivor. | can do it all on my own...everything. 


Until her. 


Now | realize all the hard work | put in to get to where | am 
today, all the shitty living situations inside those damn 
foster homes where the bigger kids would try and beat me 
up and everyone was out to steal your stuff...that was all 


just practice. That just hardened me and made me the man 
who can protect her like none other. 


And she’s not the only one. It’s my job as a real man to 
protect our entire family. Damn...our entire family. Just the 
words running through my head sound so damn perfect. I’m 
gonna bring a whole boatload of boys into this world and the 
first thing they'll learn is how to protect their sisters, 
because we're going to make a lot of little girls too. 


One of the best parts about being single and focused for so 
many years is that it’s allowed me to Save up a lot of cash. 

It’s hard to spend your salary at thirty thousand feet in the 
Sky. 


My bank account is fatter than my cock is right now, and 
both are massive. 


And now it’s time to finally make use of both. Time to spend 
that hard earned money on us. And time to finally 
experience the woman | never knew was out there waiting 
for me, until now. 


Yeah, | don’t engage in meaningless hookups and stuff like 
that. | don’t get involved...at all. She probably won’t even 
believe me when | tell her I’ve never been with a woman, 
but it’s true. 


And now am | ever glad | wasn’t, not that | was even ever 
close or felt like | missed out on something. 


| mean, come on. Flight attendants and women that hang 
out in airport bars looking for pilots? How cliché. 


That’s not how | live. Not before and certainly not now. 


And yeah, | may have met my woman in an airport, but it 
wasn’t like that. 


| took her by the arm, literally, and guided her in the right 
direction...right towards me. 


But truth be told she’s the one who’s going to guide me...to 
the perfect life | didn’t even know existed for someone like 
me. 


My cock jerks and | take another long drink of my wine, 
Savoring its sweetness, but wishing | was tasting her 
sweetness because what she’s got is absolutely 
incomparable. 


And that sweetness is just one of the many things about her 
that draws me in, makes my body know | have to breed with 
her, fill her with my seed and watch that beautiful belly of 
hers grow big with my child...our child. 

And that’s exactly what’s going to happen. 


There’s a knock on the door and I’m quickly up from the 
couch. 


| put a note on the door saying not to ring the bell. 
Nobody’s waking my sleeping beauty. 


| open the door and sure enough it’s the other airline with 
her bag. 


| tip the man and bring it inside. 


Damn, | want to open that thing. | want to smell her panties 
and look at all those tiny things that she can somehow wear. 


But no way. Those are her things, not mine...yet. Soon 
enough our things will all be intermingled and she’ll come to 
understand and know without thinking that everything of 
mine is hers, and that she is mine. 


But right now | like the idea of her in my clothes. It’s sexy as 
fuck, the way my T-shirt hangs all the way to her knees and 
how amazingly beautiful her skin was after she got out of 
the shower...those water droplets visible on her face and 
upper back. 


Fuck, | wanted to just grab her and take her to my bed like 
the savage she’s turned me into, or even better just to have 
joined her in the shower. If that had happened we’d still be 
in there now, and a week from now I'd have the biggest 
water bill in the city. 


| already switched my schedule this week so I’ve got the 
entire week off. An entire week with her to show her that 
she can’t leave. | won’t let her. 


A week to win her heart and for her to know I’m hers just as 
much as I know she’s mine. 


| hear the door to the guest bedroom squeak as she slowly 
steps through. 


My cock aches at the sight of her pebbled nipples trying to 
poke right through my T-shirt. 


Fuck! I grit my teeth and try not to stare, but it’s no use. 
“Hello, sunshine. Good afternoon,” | manage to say without 


sounding too much like a man possessed by her natural 
beauty. 


“Good afternoon,” she says. “Is that my bag?” 
“It is, but you don’t have to change right away.” 


“I should. | need to give you your clothes back, although 
they are very comfortable.” 


| need to give you my seed and that’s gonna be comfortable 
too because | know you were made to take my steel pipe, a 
perfect fit. 


“You can stay in those as long as you like. | want you to 
have them as a matter of fact.” 


“Have them? Why?” 


“Because you look so damn amazing in them, better than | 
do.” 


“That’s not true,” she says. 

She doesn’t even know how beautiful she is. 

“You must be starving. Let’s go get you something to eat.” 
“You read my mind,” she says. 

Yeah, and the whole world is going to read the 
announcement of our engagement and the birth of our first 


child real soon. She can count on that...and a whole lot 
more. 


CHAPTER 11 


Marie 


“Oh. My. God.” 


| bite into whatever it is and | swear | have the most intense 
foodgasm of my entire life. 


| have no idea what I’m eating, but is it ever delicious. 


| look out to the side taking in the courtyard of the Le Bristol 
hotel’s restaurant known as Epicure. Apparently it’s one of 
Paris’s best places to eat, and not only that, Wine Spectator 
has, for the last three years running, given it it’s “Grand 
Award.” | can see why, the wine is like nothing I’ve ever 
tasted. 


I’m not a big drinker but a second glass is definitely in the 
cards today. 


Wow, what kind of lifestyle upgrade is this? After booking a 
frequent flyer miles reward trip and planning on staying ina 
hostel, here | am eating in a three-star Michelin restaurant, 
and staying in an amazing apartment. And this is all after 
flying over on a much better airline and drinking 
champagne in first class...and that’s not even mentioning 
what happened in the cockpit. 


| was expecting Paris to be romantic and beautiful, and so 
far it has been, but | never could have dreamed my 
adventure would be this incredible. 


The only reason it is is because of him. 


If he hadn’t brought me on his flight | would have gone back 
to my small studio apartment with my tail between my legs 
watching Christmas movies on TV over and over and over 
again for a week until | was about to go mad, and actually 
ready to go back to work. 


That’s one of the one things | like about this city so much. It 
just seems like everyone is so relaxed and no one isina 
hurry to do much of anything, except our waiter who is very 
much on top of things. 

| feel like when I’m in L.A. I’m running everywhere, always 
late for everything. Here? Everything seems so much more 
effortless and instead of people blowing up with road rage 
like | see on a daily basis back home, things are sorted with 
a shoulder shrug, an apology, and an extension of the hand 
as if to say, “after you.” 

Who wouldn’t want to live here and enjoy this year round? 
“How do you like it?” Gabriel asks. 

“It’s unbelievable, but I’m not sure | should ask what it is?” 
“Why not?” he says with a curious smile. 

“Because l'm afraid | might be shocked.” 


“Shocked. Let me guess...” 


I nod. “Yeah, the idea of eating snails doesn’t appeal to me,” 
| say. 


“Me either, although I’ve been told more times than I can 
count that escargot is delicious, but | still won’t give it a try.” 


“That’s a relief,” | say. 

“Don’t worry. I’m not going to trick you into something 
exotic or something | wouldn’t try myself.” He takes a sip of 
his wine so effortlessly and with such a chic sophistication 
that | can tell Gabriel knows his way around this kind of 
social class. “So what you’re trying is line-caught wild 
turbot meunière glazed with pepper from Kampot,chestnuts 
and mushrooms with black truffles from Perigord.” 

“This is fish?” 

He nods. 

“I don’t even like fish.” 


“I would argue the contrary based on what I’m seeing.” 


| laugh so hard | almost snort, which would probably not be 
acceptable in a place like this. 


“And this?” | say pointing to the sweet | just tried. 


“That is creamy coconut milk and grilled coconut with soft 
ginger-lime jelly “Mojito” sorbet with fresh mint.” 


“And this?” | say motioning my fork towards our cheese 
platter. 


“Brie de Meaux, matured with walnuts.” 


“How do you know all these things?” 


“I try and come here once a month or so when l'm in town.” 
“Oh,” | say, wondering if he brings all his “dates” here. 


“Gabriel,” a man says coming up from behind and putting 
his hands on his shoulders. He’s wearing a chef's outfit and 
the way he says Gabriel’s name makes it sound more like 
he’s singing it rather than saying it. 


“Hello, Eric,” he says, turning in his seat to shake his hand. 
“This is Marie. Marie, this is Chef Eric Frechon.” 


We quickly say hello and Chef Frechon goes back to 
speaking with Gabriel. | recognize his face from the menu. 
He’s the head chef. 


“It’s nice to see you in here with some company. You are 
usually at that corner table by yourself staring out the 
window. She must be very special. Congratulations,” he 
Says patting him on the shoulders again and then giving me 
a smile. “I must get back to the kitchen. Was great to see 
you.” 


They shake again and Chef Frechon gives me a nod and is 
gone just like that, or voila, sounding like vwala, as they say 
in France. 


Well, that answers my question about him bringing other 
women here. 


“So you come here often? About once a month you said?” 
“Yes. I’ve gotten to know Eric over the years, and he always 


teases me about sitting by myself in that table,” he says 
motioning with his head to the table Eric was referring to. 


“You always come by yourself?” 


“Always. After a long flight | like to walk over here to stretch 
my legs and to sit in a place where | can enjoy a real meal 
and have some space. It’s important after being crammed in 
a sardine can all the time.” 


“A sardine can?” 
“The airplane,” 
“Oh.” 


“| love it. Flying is my passion, but still, it’s good to explore 
different things in life and switch it up to make sure that 
your passions never feel like work when you decide to 
pursue them as an occupation. What are your passions, if | 
may ask?” 


“As strange as it sounds | really enjoy advertising.” 
“That doesn’t sound strange at all.” 
“It doesn’t?” 


“No. There are many ways one can advertise. There are in 
your face ways, and that works sometimes, and there are 
subtle ways, which appeal in a different way. Plus all the 
mediums...print, radio, billboards, and of course the Internet 
these days. Add in the way a visual ad is structured using 
colors, contrast, and I’m sure lots of things | wouldn’t 
understand and don’t have knowledge of, and I’m sure it 
must be fascinating.” 


| practically fall off my seat even though my body stills and | 
can’t even open my mouth. 


“Am | off?” he asks. 


“Completely the opposite. You’ve just described, in great 
detail, the exact way | look at advertising and how | came to 
enjoy itso much and why | decided to pursue it as a 
vocation. Not only that, but just before when you were 
talking about switching things up so that your passions 
never feel like work when you decide to pursue them as an 
occupation...that completely resonated with me.” 


“How so?” 


Oh my god, he’s a great conversationalist and a great 
listener. He asks questions and lets me answer completely, 
without interrupting while he maintains total eye contact 
throughout. 


“Because | work in advertising I’m always looking at ads. It’s 
almost like some sort of OCD type of thing. When I see an 
ad, and believe me we are being bombarded with more ads 
than we know, | have to look and analyze it. | want to know 
why it works or not. Partly because I’ve always been 
interested in ads and it’s my passion, and partly because | 
want to be better at my job...not just better actually, but the 
best.” 


He nods. 


“For instance, | recognized the chef when he came by and 
said hello.” 


“You recognized the chef even though you’ve never been to 
Paris?” 


“Yes, because | remember seeing his picture in the menu, so 
it wasn’t that big of an...accomplishment, let’s say. But | 
was really studying the menu. | was analyzing the fonts, the 
colors, the use or lack of currency signs. Did you know if an 
expensive restaurant doesn’t use currency signs and makes 
the font size just slightly smaller than the font used to 
describe the item which is next to the price, that the item 
seems less expensive?” 


“I never thought about it, but it makes sense.” 


“It’s very subliminal. The lack of a currency sign doesn’t 
make you think of money, it doesn’t raise that red flag that’s 
inside most everyone...the one that tries to keep us from 
spending too much. And the smaller font makes it seem less 
threatening, like it’s not too much, no big deal. It makes us 
think, ‘Sure, | can have two,’ for instance.” 


“Genius. So you’re looking at ads almost psychologically as 
well?” 


“Totally. For me that’s one of the biggest parts.” 

“Would you say you’re good at reading people too?” 

“I’m much better with ads because | can stare without 
repercussions,” | say, laughing at myself. “I’m so-so when it 
comes to people.” 


“Can you tell what I’m thinking right now?” 


Just like that | feel a flash of heat throughout my body and 
then a chill as | feel goosebumps everywhere. 


His intense gaze, his relaxed elegance, his charm, and that 
barely there smirk give his intentions away...| think. 


And if not those big muscles, the way the chef knew him and 
mentioned out loud that he was glad to finally see him in his 
restaurant with someone, the way | know my 
microexpressions are giving me away right now...surely he 
can read me. 


One of the things I’ve read in negotiating books is that when 
negotiating an offer, or when a call to action is requested, 
she who speaks first loses. 


There’s definitely some truth to it...and apparently he’s 
familiar with the same concept because he’s waiting for my 
reply with a look that says he'll wait the rest of the day and 
into the night if he has too. 


I’m not going to be able to give him some weak answer or 
he'll know, not that he probably doesn’t know what I’m 
thinking already. But if | go to direct he’ll think I’m easy, 
which he could have thought after what happened on the 
plane although I think he understands that was completely 
out of character for me. 


I’m so confused. 


| think back to more things I’ve read about advertising, 
negotiating, and even life in general. 


It’s one thing to have all the knowledge in the world as you 
flip through pages on a Sunday morning in the comfort of 
your own home. 


It’s entirely another when it’s time to put what you’ve 
learned into practice, when the stakes are high. 


When in doubt just give it to them straight...direct. 


“The same thing lam. That’s what you’re thinking,” | say, as 
| stroke the stem of my wine glass. 


“Check please,” he says after motioning to the waiter. 


He knows me better than | know myself. And | feel a comfort 
inside knowing that | know this is the first guy who I’m ready 
to let know even more of me, all of me...for the very first 
time. 


CHAPTER 12 


Gabriel 


As much as | want to ravish her right now, | have to remind 
myself that she’s on vacation and | need to be a good tour 
guide in the city, before the mutual desire for each other 
guides us to the bedroom. 


After we leave Epicure, | offer her my hand. 
She doesn’t hesitate. 


The moment her small fingers find mine | feel the transfer of 
energy from her body right into mine, shooting through me. 


To think that at thirty-seven I'd fly a plane from L.A. to Paris 
and then go straight to lunch and still have more energy 
than | knew what to do with is ludicrous. 


But anything is possible when it comes to her. 


| can already picture all the possibilities for our life together. 
The world is her oyster...’ II make sure of that. 


As we stroll around the city, taking in the most romantic 
place on earth, it’s hard for my chest not to swell with pride 
knowing what we have as a couple is the best. There’s no 
way I’d ever compare her to another woman because the 
whole idea of it would be a joke. No one compares to her, 
and damn do | feel proud to know that I’m the luckiest son of 
a gun in the world who got her. 


The sun sets soon this time of year and we take the metro 
over to Le Chat Noir for a coffee. It’s about as touristy as it 
gets, after the monuments in town, but still it’s a must see 
and I’m going to make sure she sees all the famous places in 
addition to the secret spots tourists won’t know about. 


After | finish my espresso and she’s done with her 
Cappuccino and croissant with cream cheese, we walk the 
short one hundred and fifty meters just down the street to 
Moulin Rouge. 


“Can we go tonight?” she asks with her childlike enthusiasm 
for something I’ve never considered doing. 


It’s one of those things...the attractions in your own town 
you avoid because they’re too touristy and you can always 
do them later, with later often never coming. It’s the age-old 
story of not even knowing what’s in your own backyard 
while you explore the other side of the globe. 


I’m definitely guilty, but not anymore. Now that | have her | 
see how romantic and beautiful Paris can really be. It pales 
in comparison to her beauty, but together the feeling is 
unbeatable. 


“Wait right here, beautiful, while | get the tickets.” 


| bypass the regular line and go straight for the V.I.P. tickets. 
How can the most incredible woman in the world ever sit in 
regular seats? She can’t and she won't, not while I’m alive. 
The first class seats on my plane started a tradition which 
will never be broken. 


| quickly get the tickets sorted and turn to walk back the 
short five meters to her. 


Just before | reach her | see one of the big bouncers saying 
something to her in French. 


My pace quickens as my teeth clench. | rush to her side and 
stare down this big meathead. 


“What were you saying to her?” | demand in French, 
invading his personal space and getting a wide fighting 
stance, letting him know if | don’t like his response there’s 
going to be hell to pay. 


“I told her that dancers enter through the back, not the 
front.” 


“You think she’s a dancer? You think my woman flashes her 
body for other men to ogle over and fantasize about? Are 
you fucking crazy? Did all those steroids destroy your last 
brain cell?” 


“I’m sorry. | was just trying to help,” he says taking a step 
back. 


| feel the other patrons stepping away from us sensing 
something is about to go down, and it is...if he doesn’t follow 
my orders very carefully. 

“Don’t sorry me. Apologize to her,” he says. 

“I’m sorry, miss. | didn’t know,” he says in French. 

“In English, and it’s not miss, it’s madame,” | say letting her 
know she’s mine permanently, despite the fact she may not 


have a ring on her finger...yet. 


He apologizes and even though my blood is still boiling | can 
see it was an honest mistake and he’s genuinely sorry. 


There’s no need to make a scene here when one isn’t 
necessary. People make mistakes all the time. As a matter 
of fact she’s shown me I've been living one, just thinking of 
what would have happened if only I’d found her sooner. 


But there’s no time for living in the past...not now and not 
ever again. 


The future is brighter than the lights at the top of the Eiffel 
Tower each and every night, and just like a beacon as that 
light moves across the sky at the top of the hour, she will 
always be a beacon for me. No matter where I’m flying in 
the future | know to follow the stars that take me to her, and 
to my family. That’s where home will always be. 


And after this show that’s where I’m going to take her, and 
explain to her that it’s her home now as well. 


CHAPTER 13 


Marie 


“You barely watched the show,” I say as we walk in the front 
door of his place. 


“Why would I look at those women when the most beautiful 
woman was already by my side.” 


“Awww,” | say, cuddling up to him as he pulls me in fora 
hug. 


“Can | get a glass of water by chance?” 
“I'll give you the ocean in a glass if that’s what you want.” 


“Aren’t you the most romantic of all the romantic Frenchmen 
in history.” 


“Only for you. Sparkling or still?” 
“Sparkling,” | say as he moves toward the kitchen. 


“The acts were phenomenal. | really like the roller-skating 
duo and the lady swimming with snakes. That giant python 
was huge,” | say and then start giggling realizing how 
childish that must sound right now. 


Like a true gentleman he doesn’t take the bait to say 
something about his manliness, instead just pouring mea 
glass of Perrier and handing it to me. 


“Is it true Europeans don’t often use ice?” 


“Very, but | might need a couple cubes to put on my 
forehead to cool down from the way you look in that dress,” 
he says, complimenting the one we stopped and picked up 
at a quaint little boutique just before coffee and croissants 
at Le Chat Noir. 


| didn’t really want him to buy it for me, but at under one 
hundred euro, and fitting me like a glove, | couldn’t resist. 


But the real deal clincher was the way he looked at me when 
| stepped out of the changing room. 


He’s been looking at me with an unmatched intensity since 
we first met, but something about that intensity and how it 
just seemed to reach a new level when I put on this red dress 
sealed the deal and | accepted his gift. 


“You didn’t think the topless dancers were hot?” 
“What topless dancers?” he says. 
| almost spit up my Perrier. 


“Come on. Those girls were gorgeous. Fit bodies. Amazing 
performers. Beautiful smiles.” 


“No woman, topless or otherwise, could ever top your 
beauty,” he says moving in closer and completely closing 
the distance between us. 


The air in the room immediately gets heavy, making it thick 
to breathe. | smell his masculine scent and know he hasn’t 
put on cologne all day. It can only be him...him that is 
pulling my body towards him like a magnet. 


I want this so bad. Now. But I don’t want him to think I’m 
easy, no matter how badly | want my first time to be with 
him. 


And that’s why I’m nervous, because | can literally see my 
first time, and every other time in my life, with him and him 
alone. 


| don’t want to ruin that chance, if it even exists. If we have 
sex tonight he'll always remember how quickly this 
happened. 


It’s practically ridiculous to even think this way considering 
what happened on the plane, but there are so many 
thoughts going through my mind right now, and when his 
hand comes up and touches the side of my arm I know | 
couldn’t resist him even if | tried. 

“We need to talk,” he says. 

“About what?” | say so softly I’m not even sure he hears it. 
“Us,” he says, the throaty matter of fact gruff notes from his 
voice telling me this is the most serious moment that will 
determine everything. 

“Okay,” I say. “I’m listening.” 

“Tomorrow I’m taking you out.” 

“I thought we went out today?” 

“We did, but today was different. Today was us just arriving 


and making the most of the time we had for a day that was 
already well underway when we got to my place. 


Tomorrow...we start from the beginning. Tomorrow...! show 

you what it’s really like to be my woman,” he says, his hand 
moving to my chin as his thumb and forefinger cup it as he 

lifts it up slightly and turns it to the side, looking at me as if 
he’s inspecting a diamond. 


“Your woman?” 
“In every way.” 


“Don’t | get a say in this?” | say, ready to stand my ground 
and show him I have a backbone, before tomorrow comes 
and he moves me in ways that will have my back arching in 
ways that might make it seem as if | don’t. I’ve already 
fantasized about the positions we'll be in and the way my 
body will move from his touch, from the feel of him inside 
me. 


“You do. That’s why I’m telling you now...tonight...to give 
you time to think on it. | don’t even want a decision now, 
even if you have the one | need more than anything. | want 
you to sleep on it and be sure, completely sure because 
once tomorrow happens there’s no going back, ever. Once 
you're mine, you’re mine until the end of time.” 


| nod, feeling the calluses from his hand move across the 
Skin of my chin. 


“You have no idea who hard it is for me to wait until sunrise 
for your answer...no idea. But that’s exactly what | have to 
do no matter what. I’m going to lock my door and slide the 
key out from underneath it so you’re the one who has to let 
me out of my cage, because if not...| can’t promise l'Il stay in 
there tonight.” 


“What if | took all your things and left while you're locked in 
your room.” 


“You already have the most valuable things | have right in 
the palm of your hand. My trust, my respect, and a 
complete need to have you in all ways, all the time.” 


My body twitches as | shiver at his words, knowing he means 
them down to his core. 


“There’s something about me you should know,” | say. 


He says nothing, his dilated pupils moving to my cheeks and 
then locking back on my eyes. 


“I’ve never been with anyone before,” | say, and | feel his 
grip tighten on my chin as his whole body jerks and my eyes 
open wide at what my words do to him. He seems to realize 
he’s gripping me tighter now and he eases his grip back to 
where it was. “What happened on the plane was a first for 
me in any kind of way. You, the moment, everything...it just 
overtook me. I’m glad it happened but before then...I’d 
never even been kissed.” 


His body jerks again, but this time he controls it better. 
“That may be hard to believe, but it’s true,” | say. 

“I'll always believe you. | told you you have my trust and | 
mean it. | trust you and I believe you...and now I’ve got 
some news for you that might be hard to believe too.” 


| nod. 


“I’ve never been with a woman, never kissed one either until 
you. | grew up in foster care and didn’t really care for people 


at all after being abandoned as a child. That’s one of the 
reasons | became a pilot. | could just lock myself in my own, 
tiny, little world up there in the sky and relax, be at peace 
up in the clouds. That’s why | always arrive for a flight 
rested and ready, and even when I’m not | still don’t need to 
sleep on the flight. My goal is always to get the co-pilot out 
of the cockpit so | can be by myself. At least that was my 
goal until you.” 


| nod again letting him know I’m following his powerful 
admission with bated breath. 


“Bringing you into the cockpit seems, on the surface, like 
some exciting romp and a memory...for someone who 
doesn’t know the story. What it really signified was bringing 
you into my own little world, the world I’ve carved out for 
myself over the years. My safe place, even though that term 
may sound tired and cliché...but it’s true. It’s the same 
reason why | eat alone, as Chef Frechon pointed out. It’s 
how | lived my life, and | was more than happy continuing 
down that path...until you. And now, just like the famous 
Robert Frost poem, | come to the fork in the road, but the 
path less traveled for me is really the path never traveled. 
But the best part of this fork in the road is | don’t even have 
a choice. The choice is made in my mind, my body, and 
right here,” he says placing his other hand on his chest. “I 
have to be with you. For me it’s not even a question. There 
is no other way. You will be mine, and now it’s up to you to 
make sure that’s exactly what you want,” he says, his hand 
releasing my chin as he leans and my eyes close. 


His lips find my cheek and even though it’s soft and gentle 
and perfect in so many ways, it’s a complete 
disappointment. 


Because | want more. | want all of him. | want him now and 
| know it. | don’t need time to think. | don’t need him to be 
a gentleman right now. | need him to be that possessive 
man I’ve seen on more than one occasion already. 


And | know he will be...tomorrow. 

Because | already know my answer. 

| watch as his door shuts and the key slides out from 
underneath it and across the hardwood floor, just as he said 
it would. 

| look at the key knowing he may be offering me the literal 
key to his room, but little does he know he’s already got the 
key that matters most. 


The one that belongs to my heart. 


And I'll give that and every other part of me to him 
tomorrow, just as | know he will do with me. 


And then l'Il truly be his forever...just as he will be mine 
always. 


CHAPTER 14 


Gabriel 


My eyes slowly open, but the second | realize I’m awake my 
entire body quickly rolls over onto my side facing the door. 


It’s already open. 

| jump out of bed, having not even slept with so much asa 
sheet on. That’s what happens when your dreams are filled 
with the hottest woman on the planet. 

The lack of sleep finally caught up to me and | slept like a 
rock, but damn did I ever have dreams...and they were all of 
her, of us. 


The second | step through the doorjamb | see her there 
sitting on a chair in the hallway, waiting for me. 


“I'm ready...for all of you.” 


| close my eyes and slowly pump my fist. Yeah, I’m the 
luckiest man who ever walked the face of this earth. 


“Let me shower and then we’re gone.” 


| turn and dart back into my room before darting back out to 
her, and kissing her hard on the lips. 


“Sorry about the morning breath,” | say as | run back to my 
room. 


“Didn’t even notice it. And nice tush by the way,” she yells. 


| playfully put my hands on my backside, covering my boxer 
briefs as | slide down the hall and then turn to slide into my 
room. 


Not ten minutes later I’m cleaned up, dressed, and we're out 
the door. 


We start the greatest day of my life by shopping on the 
Champs-Elysées, slowly making our way toward the Arc de 
Triomphe. Just before we reach the famous monument | 
notice a small shop kind of tucked back inside a small 
hallway. 


We go inside and | watch as her eyes focus in on a stunning, 
yet simple, white dress. 


“We'll take it,” | say without hesitation. 


The clerk comes back with a brand new one in what she 
hopes will be the right size. 


| stand just outside the changing room, wishing | was in 
there with her taking in the sight of female perfection, but 
instead | sneakily reach underneath the changing room door 
and pull the clothes she wore out. 


“Hey!” she says. 

“It better fit, because you have to wear the dress out now.” 
She doesn’t argue, nor should she because when she steps 
outside my jaw hits the floor. The only thing that could 


make it better is if they had seven of these so she could 
wear it every day of the week. I’d never tire of seeing her in 


such an innocent, perfect, dress that matches her perfectly. 
Then again she always looks like a trillion bucks, as the 
saying goes. Okay, maybe it’s really a million but she’s well 
beyond any sum of money because she’s absolutely 
priceless and she’s absolutely mine. 


We grab a taxi and | direct him where to go. | speak as 
quickly as | can so she can’t make out my words. She knows 
a bit of French, but | make sure to throw in a lot of slang too. 


Then again I’ve been speaking fast all day today. | feel like | 
have more energy than I’ve ever had before. I’m walking 
fast, speaking fast, thinking with a kind of clarity that I’ve 
never experienced. | guess this is what it’s like to be “in the 
zone,” and that gives me the confidence to do what | 
considered and now know is a must. 


My confidence is never lacking, but this is something 
different. This is something that could get me in big trouble, 
but could also be one of the absolutely most incredible 
highlights of our life together. 


And just like the high risk high reward scenario at the airport 
| know you only have one chance in life, and carpe diem 
dammit. Carpe diem. 


CHAPTER 15 


Marie 


We arrive at a small airport that seems to be a hanger for 
smaller, personal planes. 


Gabriel pays the taxi driver and helps me out of the cab so 
quickly | feel like I’m flying already. 


His energy level today is incredible, and mine is the same, 
partly because I’m feeding off him and partly because | was 
up early, excited to start the day. 


| slept great because there was never a decision to make. | 
knew | wanted Gabriel with everything | have and forever, 
and today is just a small slice of what forever can be like. 


And wow, what a slice it’s been so far. 


He made me feel so beautiful, special, and sexy at the cutest 
little Parisian clothing store ever. The clerk even whispered 
in my ear as he was in the other corner of the store looking 
at other dresses to buy for me. She told me I was lucky and 
congratulations, but she did it in such a nice way and witha 
smile on her face. It didn’t make me feel jealous, it made me 
feel happy. It was like she could see how happy | was, and 
we were, and it made her feel happy too. The idea that 
someone can just look at me and feel happy from that really 
excites me. | like the thought that | can make the world a 
better place, a friendlier place, just by being me. 


And Gabriel has shown me what “me” really means. | feel 
like he’s brought me out of my shell and really inspired me, 
just by listening, caring, and being so obsessed with me. It 
feels incredible to be loved. 


Wow, there’s the word. Love. It may have happened faster 
than | ever could have expected or hoped for, but | know 
that is indeed what’s happened. 


We've both fallen in love with each other, and more 
importantly it’s meant to be and meant to last forever. 


This is so much more than something physical, or the city 
having an effect on me. It’s him. It’s totally and completely 
him. 


And when he takes me to a hanger and shows me his 
personal plane telling me we're going up in the air in that 
little thing I feel like I’ve completely lost my mind...because 
| except without hesitation or reservation. 

“It’s a Cessna two-seater. They had us in mind when they 
built it,” he says, handing me a set of headphone to 
communicate. 

“But there are seats in the back,” | say. 

“Those are for the kids.” 


“Whose kids?” 


“Ours,” he says as if it’s the most natural response in the 
world. 


I’ve barely got the headset on and he’s helping me in the 
plane like he’s rushing to do as much stuff as possible 


today. Normally | like to go slow and take my time, but the 
energy of this day supersedes that and quickly we’re in and 
taking off. 


The liftoff is definitely a bit terrifying when comparing it toa 
regular plane, but what a rush. 


| feel my stomach in my throat just before | feel his hand on 
my thigh. 


“Oh my god, Gabriel! Put that on the wheel.” 
He just winks at me. 


“Don’t you need both hands to fly this thing?” | ask, 
realizing we’re not exactly flying yet, we're still lifting off. 


“With you as my co-pilot | don’t need anything else,” he 
says, taking both hands off the wheel and raising his knees, 
steering with them instead. 


Well, | guess the saying about never feeling more alive than 
when you’re staring death in the face is true, but | know 
Gabriel’s a very experienced pilot and would never risk our 
lives. We’ve got so much to live for and he loves me too 
much | know it. 


“Ready to see the city like no one has in a long time?” 


“Oh no. What does that mean?” | ask, not wanting to bea 
killjoy, but also feeling the adrenaline shoot through me. 
The man knows how to give me the entire life experience, 
that is without question. 


“Hold on,” he says, as he banks the plane back towards the 
city. 


“Are you allowed to fly over the city like this?” | ask as we 
approach. 


“Nope, but today’s a special day and you only live once,” he 
says. 


“There’s the Notre-Dame Cathedral,” he says pointing out 
the window. “And the Musée du Louvre,” he says. 


“Wow,” | say, my mouth hanging open. “It really is 
breathtaking.” 


“You’re breathtaking,” he says. | turn towards him leaning in 
for a kiss. The second our lips touch he pulls down the 
thruster and we ascend. 

“Gabriel!” 

“Hold on, beautiful.” 

Next thing | know we're going every which way and 
although | should feel scared those feelings aren’t part of 


the experience at all. 


The way he’s looping and doing things makes me feel more 
breathless and weightless than anything. 


He straightens out the plane and reaches his arm over 
pulling me in close. 


“I told you earlier you only live once.” 


“|I remember and | hope that extends beyond today,” | say, 
joking. 


“What we have extends for eternity, and | want you to be my 
co-pilot on this crazy little journey called life forever.” 


His other hand reaches around the side of the seat and he 
pulls out a small, black box, popping the top open with a 
flick of his thumb. 


“Oh my god!” | say staring at the ring. 


His eyes stay fixed on mine as he sneaks peeks forward too 
just to make sure everything’s okay. 


“This is as far as | can go by myself...up here in the clouds. | 
need you to take me the rest of the way. Make my life a 
heaven on earth. Be mine...forever.” 


An intense feeling of carpe diem combined with the fact | 
thought this might happen soon, but I never could have 
guessed this soon or in this way. This is the most original 
thing and I’m completely blown away...again...by him. 


“Yes!” | say, and he wastes no time taking the ring in his 
hand and sliding it on my finger. 


| lean in for a kiss and just as our lips touch he turns the 
wheel sending us into a slow, controlled barrel roll! 


“Wooooo0-hooooo!” he yells, and out of the corner of my eye | 
see us zoom by the Eiffel Tower as we’re spinning, his lips 
never leaving mine. 


As soon as we Straighten out two French fighter jets zoom by 
before coming up behind us and ordering us to come out of 
the sky immediately. 


“I guess we’re in trouble,” he says. 


“You're trouble,” | say. 


“And you're the light to my darkness, and that’s why we're 
the perfect pairing...forever. 


CHAPTER 16 


Marie 


Back at the hangar Gabriel pays a fine for his aerial 
acrobatics, saying it was the best money he’s ever spent. 
His private pilot’s license is suspended immediately for 
thirty days, but miraculously they don’t suspend his 
commercial license as he has an absolute sparkling record in 
the sky...apparently as sparkling as the three carats on my 
finger that | can’t stop staring at. 


“Check this out,” he says, motioning me over to a computer 
in the hanger. 


He’s downloaded GoPro footage from the flight. 

“You had cameras in the plane?” 

“Of course! | want to relive this moment everyday.” 

“How did you get them in there without me noticing?” 

“I've been studying aerial acrobatics my entire professional 
life. I’ve flown shows...trained and flown with former Blue 
Angels pilots and the whole nine yards. There’s no way lI’d 
just go up in the sky and act like an idiot, especially with my 
woman by my side. I’ve executed all those maneuvers 


thousands of times.” 


“Right next to the Eiffel Tower?” 


“Okay, that was a first...and last, and I’m glad we got to do it 
together,” he says giving me a kiss. 


“Me too,” | Say. 


After a good hour of watching all the angles, laughing, and 
remembering how scared | was at the beginning and then 
how perfect things turned out, we agree it’s the best 
proposal in history...at least to us it is and that’s all that 
matters. 


He closes the media player and there’s a web browser that’s 
opened to a French news website. Of course there’s a 
picture of our plane doing the roll right next to the Eiffel 
Tower so we click on it, but not before he downloads the 
picture for our photo album. 


Once we click to the story | look at one of the pics in the 
gallery and ask him to zoom in, thinking | see something. 


“No,” | Say. 

“Oh yes,” he says. 

“That’s what you were doing with that rapid ascent and all 
those maneuvers the first time we kissed,” | say looking at 


the word he spelled out in the sky. 


He nods. “We'll be able to see it on the footage from the 
GoPro mounted on the tail of the plane. 


“You had one there too?” 


“Yeah, but in the excitement | forgot to grab the chip. We'll 
get it on the way out.” 


“Is there’s more on the schedule?” 

“Now that we’re engaged it’s time we celebrate it,” he says 
giving me a hungry look that removes any doubt as to 
what’s coming next. 

| wrap my arms around him and melt into his big body. 


Moments pass and my world feels perfect. 


As | keep my arms wrapped around him | turn back and look 
at the screen and just stare at that one word. 


Of all the available words in the English and French 
dictionaries and he chose that one. 


Mine. 


CHAPTER 17 


Gabriel 


| stand in the doorway to our room at the Shangri-La Hotel as 
my woman moved quickly towards the French doors, 
opening them to take in the Eiffel Tower view. 


My dick is harder than the aluminum, steel, and titanium 
that make up the airplane we were just in, and all | can think 
about now is being inside her. 

Claiming her. 

Being her first. 

Making her mine. 

| was never a romantic person, until her. The romance we've 
shared since yesterday was incredible, but the time for that 


was over...my cock serving as a constant reminder. 


The fucker is throbbing, intense, and | know the look in my 
eyes matches. 


“You can see the Eiffel Tower and the River Seine is close 
enough it feels like you can touch it, stick your finger in it. 


I’m going to stick something inside her all right...every last 
inch. 


“Did you know that this used to be the home of Roland 
Bonaparte, the eccentric botanist and great-nephew of 


Napoleon?” she asks as she turns around and suddenly her 
entire expression changes as she sees the need on my face. 


I’m damn near ready to lose control. 


Feeling my fingers grind into my palms as | take in the sight 
of my angel, backlit from the light through the open doors. 
Yeah, she was definitely the light to my darkness...the things 
| was thinking of doing to her that I’d kept suppressed in my 
mind coming to the forefront. 


“Tell me you're ready,” | say. “I want to hear you say it.” 


Fuck, this was it. This was the moment I told her about, the 
biggest moment of both of our lives. We’d passed the point 
of no return this morning when she’d opened my door, and 
then we came back around and jumped over that line again 
when I slid my ring on her finger. 


And now...when I slide my cock in her it’s the trifecta and we 
can get to work on the most important thing. 


Family. 

Because family first is my motto. Now is my chance to 
finally have a family of my own and | swear they will be my 
first, and only, option when it comes to every decision | 
make, until the day | die. 


“Say it,” | say. 


| watch as her pupils dilate and | see the same need | have 
written all over my face. 


There was no point in hiding it, she couldn’t and | know she 
didn’t want to even if she could. 


She was ready. | was ready. It was time. | just need to hear 
it out loud. 


“I'm ready.” 


| feel my cock twitch in my pants as | move closer to her, my 
fingers digging down into my palms even more. 


“And I'm ready for you. I’ve been ready since the moment | 
Saw you,” | say sliding my hand along the side of her cheek, 
and pushing her hair back from her face so | can admire her 
beauty. 


It’s a perfect day, not a cloud in the sky, and we have a 
direct view of the Eiffel Tower right out of the floor to ceiling 
doors behind her. 


And | have no interest in looking, because my eyes are 
fixated on her. 


“I’m going to give you all of me and it’s more than you could 
have ever dreamed of. Every inch right now and everything 
you ever want from this day forward.” 


“All | want is you.” 


My hand tightens in her hair, as | move it to the side, 
exposing her neck. 


A moan escapes her and | lean in, placing a kiss on the soft 
skin of her neck. 


My mouth pulls away and | can see her pulse in her throat. 
Her heart rate is going a mile a minute and it can only go 


higher from here. 


“That’s what you want and that’s exactly what you’re going 

to get...every fucking possessive part of me, and you better 
believe every part of me is possessive when it comes to you, 
woman. My woman.” 


My other hand darts down quickly, grabbing one of her big, 
beautiful ass cheeks hard, lifting her clean off the ground as 
she wraps her legs around my back. 


| want to enter her, in the entryway of our empire suite. | 
want to take her on the kitchen table, feasting on her. | 
want to feel the water on our bodies in the shower as we 
steam the place up. And tonight | will take her on the 
balcony, under the stars, while we stare at that statues 
together, and she feels something even harder slide in and 
out of her until | explode inside. 


All that will happen, but not first. First, the bedroom. 


| carry her towards the biggest bed I’ve ever seen in my life. 
When I reach the edge | toss her like a caveman, her ass 
bouncing off the bed as she makes a whimpering noise as 
she sits up quickly, staring at me as | take off my shirt. 


Her eyes go to my abs as she freezes, before frantically 
reaching for her dress, pulling it up and over her head. 


Once my shirt is off, | kick off my boots and slide out of my 
jeans. 


The only thing left is my underwear, which is barely on 
considering my cock has the front waistband so far forward 
it’s not even touching my skin. Yeah, I’m that hard, and that 
long and thick. 


| could hammer nails with the way the fucker in my pants is 
right now. 


| slide out of my boxer briefs as she unhooks her bra, 
bringing her hands forward and pulling it off. 


| growl at the sight of her perfect breasts, knowing I’m the 
only person beside her to ever see them. 


And that’s exactly how things are going to fucking stay. 


“Panties off. Show me your pussy that’s about to become 
my pussy, Our pussy.” 


Her look goes from hunger and nerves to one of a knowing, 
naughty girl...and she knows with one hundred percent 
certainty that what | say is true. Her pussy is mine now. 
Mine and mine alone. 


“Spread your legs and show me,” | say as her fingertips slide 
inside the waistband but she doesn’t pull them down. 


“Maybe | should take a shower first, after the plane ride and 
all.” 


“No! Now,” I say. “I can’t wait anymore. Plus | want to smell 
you and taste you just how you are. Raw and ready. We'll 
shower after I’ve claimed you, washing your body clean and 
then l'Il claim you again and again and again. l'Il mark you 
with my seed so you can scrub all day long and it won’t even 
come off. It will be a part of you. I’m going to come on your 
stomach and rub it in with my fingers, so every time you 
touch it you’ll remember how you're mine, and how my baby 
IS growing in your belly right underneath your hand.” 


She breathes in deep, audibly, and the sound of it pulls a 
deep exhale from me, not realizing | was holding my breath 
in anticipation. 


“Come on woman, show me what’s mine,” | say. 


She slowly slides out of her panties and puts them at the 
foot of the bed. 


“Your legs...wider,” | say. 


She opens up for me and | take in the sight of her glistening 
pussy, perfectly shaved and ready for me to taste...to 
claim...to own forever. 


| move in closer, watching as her eyes rake over my body as 
| take her tiny white panties in my grip, bringing them up to 
my face and taking a deep whiff. 


A throaty growl comes out of nowhere followed by another 
as my eyes close as | take in her scent. 


| ball the panties up tight in my hand and carry them over to 
the chair next to the bed, never taking my eyes off of her. 


“These are mine now...mine forever.” 
She nods nervously. 


“In the moments you're not by my side, which are going to 
be damn rare, I'll take your panties out of a drawer that I'll 
keep locked in our bedroom and l'Il bring them to my face, 
smelling them deep reminding me of you, not that l'Il ever 
forget. And when the scent gets too strong l'Il bust out 
through the front fucking door of the house and track you 


down like the dog you’ve turned me into. Your dog...an 
animal for you.” 


| can hear her breathing from here as | get on top of the bed, 
over the top of her. 


Her back rounds are her body gets smaller underneath my 
massive size. 


She knows. She can feel the fire burning inside me. It’s 
been raging since | took her from that loser airline and put 
her on my flight, right where she belongs. 


Even a taste of her in the cockpit didn’t come close to 
satisfying me, and damn was she ever perfect. 


But I need more...all of her. And I need it now. 


“Tell me you want me to claim you. Tell me you want me to 
be your first and only to take your virgin pussy and stretch 
it, make it fit my dick like a glove. Tell me you want me to 
fuck you over and over and over again until the inside of 
your cunt only Knows my shape, molding to it as our bodies 
fit together perfectly. Tell me,” | say, the images of that 
exactly filling my mind. 


“I want that. | want my pussy to mold to your cock, and not 
only that, my pussy will memorize every single part of your 
dick. It’ll Know when to squeeze and milk you for all you’ve 
got and when to open and let you take it all the way as it 
swallows up every inch you have to give,” she says. 


Fuck me. She’s the perfect lady in the streets, but she 
knows how to blow my mind in the bedroom...and | haven’t 
even entered her yet. 


The mind really is the biggest sexual organ, although I’ve 
got eleven inches of thick, hard cock that would quickly 
disagree. 


It doesn’t matter. She’s got every part of me going to the 
point where | could come before | even slide inside her. 


| grab my shaft and place the crown right at her opening, 
rubbing the tip through her folds, her wetness mixing with 
my precome making the head of my dick dripping wet and 
sticky. 


My dick jerks, causing her to press her hands into the 
mattress and thrust her hips forward, but I pull mine back, 
just before her hunger practically has her sliding 
horizontally on my pole. 

“When I say so.” 


“| can’t wait any longer,” she says in-between short shallow 
breaths. “I need you inside me now.” 


| feel the sheets move underneath my knees as her fingers 
ball up the soft cotton in her fists. 


“You want all of me?” 

“Yes.” 

“You can’t wait any longer” 

“No.” 

“You ready for your body to memorize every inch of my cock 


just before | fill you so full of my seed that you have no 
choice but to have my baby.” 


“I want that. Everything. All if it. All of you. | want you to 
fuck me now. Give me everything you have. Give me your 
seed. Give me your baby.” 


| tip my head back and snarl like a feral wolf through gritted 
teeth. As my head comes forward my hips do too as my dick 
Slides inside her. 


Her eyes open wide as | spread her pussy open, claiming her 
as mine forever. 


My entire body tightens as does hers squeezing my cock. 


| feel my arms shaking as | notice her entire body covered in 
goosebumps and then suddenly they disappear as her skin 
goes red, the blood rushing throughout her body and mine. 


“Can you take more?” | ask through short breaths. 
She nods feverishly. 
“Out and back in. Just slowly. Open me slowly.” 


| do exactly as she wishes, and damn...the slow deliberate 
motion allows me to feel every part of her walls as they open 
up for me and | slide in just a little deeper. 


| repeat the process, over and over and over again going 
deeper each time. At this point my rod fits in her channel 
perfectly, the fucker already memorizing the shape of her 
insides, and the feeling of her taking me imprinted on my 
mind forever. 


“| want to keep going slow like this and make this last, but | 
can’t. There’s no way. You're too damn perfect, too 


feminine, too beautiful.” 
“| don’t want slow. | want it all and | want it now.” 


| exhale hard and pick up my pace, her back arching and | 
reach down for her hips, grabbing her hard knowing I’m 
going to leave a mark. 


Good. | want her marked in every way. She’s my doll, but 
she’s tough too...she’s proved it multiple times already. 


| want to see the bruises my fingers leave on her body when 
she walks around this empire suite like the queen she is. | 
want her marked by me and for me. 


And as | move in and out of her quickly | know my knees are 
going to be red from the friction from the sheets too...her 
claim on me, and neither one of us will ever be the same. 


“You’re mine,” | growl. “Mine.” 


“Mine,” she says through gritted teeth as I thrust into her all 
the way, feeling the tip of my dick find her spot and | know 
I’m damn close...close to putting my baby in her belly which 
is what | want more than anything. 


CHAPTER 18 


Marie 


“Oh fuck,” | say as his big, thick rod fills me over and over 
and over again. 


“Oh fuck yeah,” he says, his deep, gravelly voice barks back. 


“| need you to come inside me,” | say, my head spinning and 
my thighs quivering. 


He growls and | feel his fingers tighten even more on my 
hips as he takes me, my body moving across the sheets like 
a rag doll. 


He’s so much bigger and stronger than me he can do 
whatever he wants with me...and that’s exactly what’s 
happening. 


Watching his possessiveness as he’s losing control right in 
front of my eyes has my climax close. Too damn close. 


| want this to continue forever, but there’s no stopping it. 


“| want to feel your seed. | want you to fill me. Make me 
whole,” | say. 


“Oh fuck!” he moans. “I’m gonna put my seed so deep in 
you right...fucking...now!” he says as he thrusts one last 
time, his hips tipping up and in even more as he finds a new 
depth inside me I didn’t know existed, sending a wave 
washing through me. 


Suddenly | feel his hot jets unleash inside me and my body 
convulses as | come right on his cock, covering him in my 
stickiness as he fills me with his. 


My mouth flies open but I can’t speak, can’t breath...| can 
only feel. 


| watch every muscle in his body flex as his mouth opens 
too, yet the room is completely silent. 


His entire body jerks, and | feel another explosion, sending a 
second wave through me and another euphoric feeling of 
ecstasy as he fills me even more. 


Suddenly his chest deflates as he exhales and then sucks in 
for more air. The doors to the terrace may be open anda 

perfect breeze coming into the suite, but there’s not enough 
oxygen in the world that can satisfy the two of us right now. 


Slowly he collapses in a series of movements finalizing with 
him next to me on the bed. 


He lifted my leg up as he came down swinging my body 
around, allowing him to stay inside me, his dick still rock 
hard. 


My chest heaves as | press my back into his chest. He’s the 
big spoon to my little spoon and in this position I’ve never 
felt safer, happier, or more fulfilled in my entire life. 


As | try and catch my breath | anticipate his dick going 
flaccid while his body recharges for another round of pure 
bliss. 


But nothing. 


He stays hard and as the seconds turn to minutes, and the 
minutes turn from single digits to double digits | know that’s 
not happening. 


“You're still hard,” | finally say, breaking the very relaxing 
silence. 


“Always for you. Always.” 


His hands slide in underneath my hamstrings and he pulls 
my legs up as he slides off the bed, carrying me toward the 
shower like he’s a human chariot and I’m his queen. 


And that’s exactly how he makes me feel. And the next 
feeling I’m looking forward to is his hands over my body as 
he washes me underneath the warm, raintree shower. And 
after that? The best feeling of all. 


Our child in my stomach. The first of many I’m sure...just as 
I’m sure the best thing that ever happened to me is him, and 
me to him. 


“Our first shower,” he says as he turns on the water. “I can’t 
wait to wash your hair for the first time...and your body.” 


“Me either.” 

“And the best part? This is just the first of many, because 
I’m going to do this a whooooole lot for years and years to 
come.” 


“That sounds perfect,” | say. 


“You're perfect,” he says, and | turn my neck back and 
around and our two lips meet just before we move under 


that calming water, and | feel his dick twitch inside me as he 
lathers up shampoo in his hand as | put my feet against the 
wall of the shower, pressing my body back into his torso. 


We must look like two gymnasts or something. | can’t help 
but laugh. 


From tourist to aeronautical acrobat to sexy shower 
gymnast. My journey to and in Paris, with him, has resulted 
in SO many new and exciting moments and situations...and | 
know there’s so much more to come as we enjoy our lives 
together...always. 


CHAPTER 19 


Marie 
One week later 


| rap my knuckles on the table at Oriel, a French restaurant 
in the Chinatown part of L.A. next to Dodger Stadium. 


Gabriel’s big hand comes down over the top of mine, 
swallowing it up in his big grasp before he brings it to his 
mouth, turns my hand over and kisses my wrist. 
“Everything is going to be okay.” 


“I hope so,” | say. 


Out of the glass windows | see my parents walk up and my 
stomach tightens. 


They wave from the parking lot and then my dad cups his 
hands to his face like binoculars, pressing them up against 
the glass. 

Great. Just great. 

“He looks like a fun guy, easy-going,” Gabriel says. 


“Usually he is. Let’s see how that holds up.” 


They enter the restaurant and my mom comes running over 
to give me a hug while Gabriel shakes my dad’s hand. | 


know Gabriel’s going to win some points off the bat because 
my dad often says, “Never trust a guy who can’t do anything 
with his hands.” 


Gabriel’s hands are covered in calluses and his grip is 
strong, probably from all of his time guiding airplanes 
through the sky and holding down, and up, the throttle 
lever. 


| can definitely attest to his fingers, and his hands, being 
thick, strong, and masculine. That’s for sure. 


| introduce Gabriel to my mom and we all sit down to eat. 


The waiter is quick and everyone agrees to let the expert 
order. Gabriel rattles off an order for gnocchi a la Parisienne, 
steak tartare, croque monsieur/madame, and bread. No 
meal is complete in France without good bread and Gabriel’s 
not going to let an opportunity to eat some good French 
bread pass him by, although | have no idea where the carbs 
go. | could wash my laundry on the man’s abs, although he 
refuses to let me lift a finger around the house, preferring to 
have it all done. Not that I’m complaining about that one 
bit. 


As the waiter turns to leave, Gabriel stops him and says 
something so quick | almost don’t hear it properly...or do I? 


“Did you order escargots?” my mom asks. 
“Oui,” he says. “Sorry, | mean yes.” 
“That’s a first,” | say, sure my parents are going to be taken 


back by that. | don’t need to get strikes against him before 
my mom notices my ring. It’s not that | don’t want to show 


her, it’s just that I’m so nervous | have my hands under the 
table buried in my lap. 


“I've always wanted to try those,” my mom says. “I’m glad 
you’re here. You're just the brave soul | need to make me 
finally stop talking about it and make it happen for the first 
time in my life.” 


Shows what | know. Score one for Gabriel. 

“So how was Paris?” my dad asks. 

“And how did you two kids meet,” my mom adds. 
We both look at each other and smile. 


| feel Gabriel’s hand find mine under the table in a way 
where my parents can’t see. He proceeds to tell our story, 
watching my parent’s faces recoil a few times...but in 
surprise and | think delight. 


My dad’s a bit of a storyteller himself, and every year that 
passes that fish he once caught just keeps getting bigger 
and bigger even though he seems to totally disregard we 
have pictures from about five angles that can attest it was 
maybe half the size of the way he described it the last time. 
By the time | have grandkids the thing’s going to be a shark 
or he'll have his Old Man and the Sea story he seems to be 
on the path towards creating. 


It’s really nice to just sit and listen to Gabriel tell the story. 


| start off very nervous but as I sit next to him and watch the 
Sparkle in his eyes as he describes Paris, and me, and all of 
the more general things | fall in love with him all over again. 
What an amazing time it was. 


The catch is he’s left out all the romantic things...so far. 


A savvy listener can surely fill in the blanks, but if not this 
would sound like a romance that’s quickly blossoming...not 
one that has fully bloomed as is the case. 


“And that leads us to where we are today,” he says getting 
us to the present. 


“Bravo!” my dad says clapping his hands. “Thank you for 
showing our daughter a great time, young man. We 
appreciate it.” 


| cringe a bit thinking Gabriel isn’t that much younger than 
my dad. Maybe it’s just because he takes such incredible 
care of himself that it’s easy to forget he’s thirty-seven. 
Personally | don’t ever even think of his age. I’m too busy 
feeling all the positive emotions he’s giving me. 


“With one exception,” Gabriel says. 


He wiggles my hand in my lap. Time for the moment of 
truth. 


| can feel my hand shaking and I know he can too. My other 
hand grabs a hold of my chair as if the world is going to fall 
out from underneath me in a matter of seconds, and maybe 
it will. 

Gabriel slowly lifts our hands from underneath the booth 
and my parent’s eyes both zero in on the big rock on my 
hand. 


They look at each other...expressionless. 


| feel like time stands still as their heads slowly turn back 
towards us. 


And then out of nowhere they bust out laughing. 


“Told you!” my dad says, pointing at my mom and then 
tickling her ribs. 


“Okay. Okay. You won, I’m paying for dinner.” 

“Huh?” 

“Your dad predicted it.” 

“Predicted I’d get...engaged?” 

“He said you’d meet someone and it would be serious. We 
didn’t expect the ring, but I’d say that sure qualifies as 


serious.” 


“Way better than doing it in Vegas, not that I regret 
anything.” 


“Vegas?” | ask. 

“We were young. It was fun, and hey...it worked out.” 
“You got married in a church. I’ve seen the pictures.” 
“We never told anyone about Vegas...until now.” 

“You got married in Vegas?” 

“Six months before the ‘real’ wedding.” 


“You're joking.” 


“Nope. Only thing | regret is we couldn’t find an Elvis 
impersonator. Had to settle for Sammy Davis, Jr., but hey... 
that guy was really fun. He even tap danced for us after we 
kissed.” 


“Do you have the video?” 


“Sweetheart, thank you, but we’re from a time when 
recording things wasn’t an everyday occurrence like it is 
today. The only phone was in the house, and it had a rotary 
dial. But wow...you just made my day for thinking that I’m 
not as old as | am,” my mom says. 


“So you’re not mad?” | say. 


“Mad about what? Gabriel is such a nice young man. What 
is there to be upset about?” 


“Really?” 
“Well | hope he’s a nice young man.” 


“Not that, mom!” I say, but | can’t help but laugh. “You're 
not mad that I just went off and got engaged like that?” 


“We raised you to make your own decisions and we'll always 
stand behind you no matter what. We're happy with 
whoever you choose, although | must say Gabriel is quite 
the catch.” 


“Hey!” my dad and | both say at the same time. 
The whole table starts laughing and Gabriel just puts his 


hands up as if to say he’s innocent and then leans back from 
the table. 


“Your escargots, sir,” the waiter says. 

“Here we go!” my mom Says. 

“Anyone else like to try?” Gabriel says. 

We all give it a go, holding them up and cheersing with 
them, which is totally outlandish and completely fun at the 


same time. 


The best part is | have to say I’m surprised at how much | 
like it. 


“What do you think?” Gabriel asks. 


“Better than | thought,” my dad says, “but son...you have to 
know | draw the line there.” 


“| don’t understand,” Gabriel says. 


“If you order a round of freedom fries next this is gonna get 
political.” 


| squint, looking at my dad. “It’s the other way around dad.” 


He looks up as he processes what | just said and what he just 
said. 


“Oh yeah.” 


We all laugh and Gabriel reaches his long arm across the 
table to pat my dad on the shoulder. 


“It’s okay, dad. With that attitude you’re welcome to come 
visit us in France anytime.” he says. 


“Hey!” | say, looking at Gabriel. “Let’s get a few months to 
ourselves under our belts first,” | say. 


“Honey, you know | can’t wait that long to come check out 
the city of lights,” my mom says. 


Gabriel just looks at me and shrugs his shoulders. 
| do the same. 


It’s the only way | can explain how this happened for me. | 
really have no idea because there is no explanation. 


But I’m not about to look a gift horse in the mouth. And 
more importantly if my intuition is right I’m going to 
announce a very important gift to everyone soon...the 
addition of our first child and my parent’s first grandchild, 
but we’re still a couple weeks and a doctor’s visit away from 
that. 


So maybe my mom will be spending a lot more time in Paris 
soon...if she agrees to come out and help me with the baby. 


Which leads to the next thing. How will | balance work and 
family life? 


But there’s no time to worry about that right now, only time 
to celebrate. 


My dad orders a bottle of champagne, and then playfully 
reminds my mom she’s paying for it. 


The way they’ve been in love for all these years is so 
beautiful. | know that same kind of tradition will carry 


forward to what Gabriel and | have, although I’m sure we're 
going to take it to the next level. 


And the next level really means something when your soon 
to be husband spends his days with his head in the clouds, 
literally. 


He said it makes complete sense because when he’s up 
there all he can think about is his angel. 


Are French guys romantic? 
| wouldn’t know. 
Is my French guy romantic and possessive? 


Absolutely. The elusive combination, yet | somehow 
managed to find him...or more accurately, he found me. 


And when we found each other, we found love and family, 
forever. 


CHAPTER 20 


Marie 
The next day 
“Miss! One second, please,” the security guard says to me. 


| turn and see him put down the phone as he takes off across 
the lobby towards me. 


| just handed in my resignation papers, cleaned out my 
desk, and that was that. 


In a way | was surprised how easily they let me go. Then 
again | guess there’s not a lot they can do when you tell 
them you’re engaged and moving to Paris. 

“Is everything okay?” 

“It’s your boss. She'd like to see you for a second upstairs.” 
She’s not my boss anymore, but | should extend the 
courtesy. It’s the last time l'Il be in this building so it’s good 
to leave on the best terms possible. 

“Sure,” | say, walking back to the elevator. 


“Do you mind if | leave my plant here?” 


“No problem,” he says, and less than a minute later the 
elevator dings on my former floor. 


Before | can even step out | see my boss’s boss standing 
there waiting to greet me. 


| don’t even work here anymore, but | immediately get 
nervous, feeling my knees shaking a bit. | take a breath and 
remind myself that I’m not even an employee. Wow, old 
habits die hard. 


“Marie!” he says. “Could you please spare just a few more 
minutes.” 


“Yes, sir,” | say, as he guides me toward the conference 
room. 


The moment I step inside | see my boss there, standing with 
perfect posture offering me a chair. 


“Claire says you’re moving to Paris.” 

“Yes, Mr. Johnson,” | say. 

“Congratulations. Beautiful city.” 

“Thank you.” 

“Before you leave us today | just want to let you know we 
have a sister office we work with out of the seventh 
arrondissement, over on the left bank. They do great work 
and they’ve been looking for a native English speaker to 
handle a few British accounts they have as they navigate 


Brexit.” 


“Oh,” | say. 


“I Know the managing director over there very well. If you 
want we can jump on a call with him real quick.” 


“Right now?” 

“Yes, he should just be getting back from lunch.” 

I’m not sure what to say. 

“There’s no obligation. All you have to do is hear what he 
has to say. If it sounds like a good fit l'Il put in the word for 
you and it’s done.” 

“What about the interview process?” 

“You already did that with us. You’re good to go.” 
“Well...yeah. Sure!” | say. 


“Great.” 


Fifteen minutes later I’m back in the lobby on the ground 
floor collecting my plant with a big ol’ smile on my face. 


| already have my man, and likely a bun, or should | say 
baguette in the oven, and now | have my passion back. 


This couldn’t have worked out any better. 
And the best part is they want me to start as soon as | can. 


l'Il spend the rest of this week saying goodbye to everyone 
and then l'Il start next Monday. 


| can’t wait to share the news with Gabriel. 


And with the money from the signing bonus they're giving 
me, plus the fifty percent bump in pay for the expat 
package, which | explained to them | actually won’t be, but 
they said it was okay, | know it’s my job to grab a bottle of 
champagne to celebrate, even though I’m not going to drink 
anymore until | get to the doctor and get confirmation...and 
then | definitely won't be drinking, because everything | do 
l'II be doing for two. 


Or more accurately three, because no matter how many 
children we have everything always starts with the love 
shared by my man and me. 


| giggle as | walk through the front doors for what | think, 
again, is for the last time. | can’t help but smile when as the 
final part of the package my new boss mentioned that 
they’d give me flights back to L.A. to visit my family and 
that they’d always fly me first class. 


Little does he know my whole life was recently upgraded, 
bumped up to first class permanently...thanks to my 
possessive Parisian pilot. 


EPILOGUE 


Marie 
Three months later 


“Let me get that for you, babe,” Gabriel says as | go to get 
up from my comfy position on the couch. 


“I’m only three months pregnant. I’m totally fine. | need to 
move around.” 


“You've got our baby in there. Just sit back and enjoy this. 
Let me do everything for you,” he says. 


“I have to move some. | can’t just sit here on my computer 
all day.” 


“You can quit your job. You know | make more than enough 
for the both of us.” 


“| know, but I like it.” 


“The first moment that changes, you stop immediately. You 
know I’ve got you,” he says handing me a glass of water. 


“I know,” | say, puckering up and getting one of his sensual 
kisses that are the best part of working from home. 


So far my new job couldn’t be better. The perks are 
amazing, and that includes the French maternity leave 
laws. According to the rules you get sixteen weeks paid 


congé maternité, as they call it, which equates to three to 
six before the expected date of birth and then another ten to 
thirteen after. Where it really gets interesting is if you have 
twins, which jumps to total allowance up to thirty-four 
weeks. And if you have three bundles of joy then you can be 
out all the way up to forty-six weeks. 


Gabriel jokes that we should have a new age doctor figure 
out a way to engineer triplets next time so we can take the 
whole forty-six weeks off and just move to the Tahiti, where 
we can speak French all day and just eat fruits under the 
shade of a palm tree in-between dips in the Southern Pacific 
Ocean and raise our kids in the most relaxed environment 
ever. 


In reality we’re not into bio-engineered birth or anything like 
that, but if we do manage to have twins or triplets it’s a real 
possibility. 


And that’s been the best thing about this whole experience. 
After the workday ends, and when Gabriel is home we often 
just sit around looking at pictures on the Internet of all the 
places we want to go together. 


Everything and everywhere is truly a possibility, but for me 
right now...I’m still completely in love with being in love 
with him in Paris. 


Once you get to experience all the little hidden places that 
only my terrific tour guide seems to know about the city 
really shines. Sure we've checked out all the major 
attractions, most more than once, but it’s those hole in the 
wall places where the artists and free thinkers hang out, or 
better yet no one at all so we can have the places all to 
ourselves, that really make me want to never leave this 
place. 


It’s that ‘je ne sais quoi’, as the French say, which means 
literally means ‘I don't know what.’ A more apt definition 
being an indefinable quality that makes something 
distinctive or attractive. 


It’s how | would describe the city and also how | would 
describe my man. 


There are so many things that | can describe about him, from 
his honesty to the way he looks at me and all the physical 
and mental things. The way we stay up late at night and 
challenge each other in a fun way with conversations that 
range from everything from the sea to the stars...nature 
versus nurture...and so many other things. 


But it’s those things | can’t put a finger on that make all the 
difference. He truly has that je ne sais quoi, and that’s what 
makes me feel the most love for him. 


“Can | get you a piece of chocolate cake?” he says, looking 
at the antique clock on the wall. “The bakery on the corner 
should have a fresh one coming out of the oven right about 
now.” 


“Add mind reading to the list of things | love about you,” | 
Say. 


“I think that qualifies as us being on the same page. | 
haven’t had a baked sweet in months.” 


“What other kinds are there?” 
“You,” he says, leaning in and kissing me again. “Nothing is 


sweeter than you, and what we made together,” he says 
putting his hand on my belly. 


“What about after | have our baby and | look so much 
different?” | say giving him the puppy dog face. 


“Are you kidding me? That’s going to be the sexiest thing 
ever. | won’t be able to be inside you after the delivery, but 
knowing that incredibly beautiful body of yours just carried 
my child? Forget about it. Let’s just say you better be ready 
for an insatiable appetite for you like you’ve never seen 
before.” 


“Your appetite for me already is insatiable.” 


“That’s what I’m saying!” he says, tickling me with his 
fingers before kissing me again. “Be right back.” 


He throws on a jacket and | watch as he steps out of our 
home and into the cobblestone streets of Paris. 


| can’t wait until he does the same in half a year from now 
but he won’t just be running out for cake...he’ll be running 
out for diapers, and baby food and all the things that will 
make our little person grow, keep it safe, and show it just 
how much we love it. 


It’s so exciting not knowing if we're having a boy ora girl, 
but there’s one thing for sure. | got the man of all men, and 
he’s mine. 


Forever. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Gabriel 


Five years later 


“You can take your hearing protection off now, buddy,” | say 
to my four-year-old son, Victor, who stands by my side. 


“Cheer for mommy,” | say to Vivienne, our three-year-old, as 
| hold her up just behind the victory presentation stage of 
the Monaco Formula One race. 


This is Marie’s last assignment before her resignation 
becomes official. What started off as a short contract turned 
into five years of working with clients she loved, but with 
twins on the way and both us wanting to grow our family 
even beyond that, we decided it’s time for her to take a 
break. 


| hope it’s permanent. 


Not so far from here along the coast is a quiet stone home 
just around the corner from St. Tropez that I’ve had my eye 
on for months now. Parisian Airlines is offering buyouts to 
their senior pilots, which means | could walk out the door 
with a cool half million euros. It’s just enough for the home 
and the property we need to raise our family the way we 
want. 


And the best part is that because of my savings, and the five 
plus years my woman put in as an advertising exec, we’ve 


got a million euro saved up. If we can hit the average of 
seven percent returns from the U.S. stock market that’s 
seventy thousand euros a year. Taxes will take it down a bit, 
but it’s still more than enough for us to live, especially 
considering as part of my exit package l'Il have a family 
flying deep discount plan and we can grow everything 
organically at home. It’s not even about saving money 
though. It’s about providing our kids the best food and 
lifestyle we can. And there’s even a great school not far 
away. 


I’m ready to pull the trigger and am looking forward to 
sharing the idea with Marie after her exit interview and for 
when the babies arrive...if | can wait that long. 


And apparently today’s race champion can’t wait to 
celebrate his win. 


My eyes narrow as | watch him shake up a bottle of 
champagne and spray it on the crowd. 


Through gritted teeth | snarl, watching my wife take a step 
back. She spent a lot of time getting ready for this event, 
knowing she would be representing herself, and her 
company, on televisions across the world. 


And more important than that is she’s carrying twins. This 
celebration /s not getting out of hand and my family is not 
getting injured. 
No fucking way. 


Suddenly the driver goes to kiss the two promotions girls 
standing next to him on stage. 


“Who's next?” the young man says, if man is even the right 
word. This youngster needs to be taught some manners. 


“Stay here, Victor,” | say. He nods, as his body tightens like 
a soldier showing me he understands. 


| don’t order my child around, but he knows when things are 
serious we Gaultier men operate as a team, and with military 
precision...and he is most definitely my little man. 


| step forward as the driver eyes my wife. 


She raises a hand to say no, but he just sticks his arms out 
for a hug and takes a step toward her. 


She’s at the edge of the podium with no place to go as he 
closes in, but the asshole picked the wrong person to fuck 
with today...or any day. 


With my baby girl Vivienne safely cradled in my one arm | 
extend my other and stiff-arm him right in the face like an 
NFL running back. 


My fingers grab his face, my hand palming his entire head as 
| swiftly send him right into the floor of the podium in front 
of the entire world. 


The crowd looks stunned as | feel adrenaline shoot through 
my veins, grabbing my woman and pulling her back from 
the edge of the platform and to safety. 


Without thinking I dip her with one hand and kiss her right 
on the mouth in front of the world, letting everyone know 
she’s mine and no one else’s. | don’t care who you are, how 
much money you’ve got, or if you’re the hottest ticket in 
town right now. 


She’s mine. 


| keep my lips locked on hers as | feel my baby girl lean in 
my arm as she kisses her mom on the cheek while | keep my 
woman in a lip lock. 


The crowd erupts and | carefully straighten back up, raising 
my wife’s hand high, showing the world she’s the real 
champion...today and everyday. 


| turn back looking to my son and with both hands full | 
motion with my head for him to join us. 


This is a family moment and when | say family | mean all of 
us. One for all and all for one is how we roll. 


He stands next to his mother as | taught him, one man on 
each side always, to protect our women. 


“Family first, dad. Just like you said,” he says without 
moving his mouth. The little guy’s going to be one hell of a 
special ops agent, or racecar driver, or whatever the heck he 
wants to be when he grows up. I’m so proud of him already, 
just like I’m proud of his sister and his mother. 


And next to his mother marrying me, and our children’s 
births, it’s the biggest honor of my life to stand on this stage 
with the Monaco royal family behind us as the whole world 
sees my royal family. My queen and our little prince and 
princess. 


We step back into position and | pull my wife in close. 


“Thanks for watching out for me.” 


“Always. You know that,” | say, and she melts into my side. 


“Are you able to stay awhile after the ceremony, Monsieur 
Gaultier?” a voice from behind asks me. | recognize it as the 
king’s as he’s leaning in speaking in my ear so the 
microphones don’t pick it up. 


“I have to get the kids back to Paris and to bed.” 
“Can you give me fifteen minutes? | promise it will be worth 
your while, and something that your entire family cherishes 


forever.” 


The mention of the word cherish is all | need to hear. The 
man has earned his royalty as far as I’m concerned. 


“We will stay. Thank you.” 


After the crowd starts to clear out, the queen of Monaco 
takes my queen off to the side to speak privately. 


Not five minutes later we’re in the king’s chambers and he’s 
pulling out a sword. What the heck? 


But once he begins to speak it all makes sense. 


He taps me once on one shoulder and then on the other, my 
wife holding our daughter in her arms and my son standing 
strong by her side, just behind me. 


The king says a few words, but I’m barely paying attention. 
I’m just watching the pride my family is showing with me in 
this, another event in our lives, that we are sharing together. 


“And as the people gathered here today are our witnesses, | 
dub the Gabriel Gaultier a knight of the sovereign city-state 


of Monaco, from this point forward and forever he shall be a 
part of the royal family. Hip, hip...horray! Hip, hip...horray! 
Hip, hip...horray!” 


He nods and | proceed forward to thank him and accept my 
sword. 


“You're a part of our family now, sir,” the king says. 


“From my family to yours, as we unite on this day that we 
will cherish forever, just as you promised...thank you.” 


“I just wish there were more men like you,” he says. 


We shake hands and as | turn | see a tear roll down my wife’s 
cheek. 


| sheath my sword and motion for my boy to come to me. 


He runs his hand along the sword and even as disciplined as 
he is, he can’t fully control himself. He’s definitely going to 
have the best “what | did last summer” story come fall. 


And that’s what life’s all about. Giving my family the 
memories that we’ll never forget, and those memories are 
always experienced the same way...together. 


“Come my queen,” | say in a dramatic voice that brings a 
smile to her face as | hand the gigantic sword off to my son 
and take my daughter from my woman. “To our castle!” 


The king and his wife are good people, and they cheer us as 
we leave...including my attempt at a bit of humor which was 
honestly just something that sounded like something | had 
to say and something | would regret if | didn’t. 


| get the family in our SUV and we take off for Paris. 
“Dad, are you really a knight?” Vivienne asks. 
“Yep. And you know what that makes you?” 


I turn and look in the rear view and watch as she counts her 
fingers in the backseat. It’s too cute. 


“Three?” she says. 

“Yes. And?” 

“A princess!” she says clapping her hands together. 

“Good job!” my wife says. 

“You know what the knight’s first decree is?” | ask. 
“What?” my woman asks. 

“A kiss from his fair lady,” | say. 

As we approach a stoplight I lay into a kiss from my wife. 

| turn around and look at my boy who is still staring at that 
sheathed sword. We put it on the floorboard and tied it up 
so it doesn't accidentally slide out. 

It doesn’t matter. He’s fascinated. 

And one day it will be his, just like everything. 

Because that’s how families do it. From father to son lessons 


and possessions are passed, and the most important is 
teaching my boy to protect the woman of our family. 


| pray he never has to use that sword, but if the time comes 
he will be ready, because he knows... 


“Family first, right buddy,” | say reaching a hand back and 
putting it on his knee. 


“Family always, dad. One for all and all for one.” 

| kiss my lady again and the light turns green. 

| give our “chariot’ some gas. It’s along way to our castle 
tonight and I want to get home as soon, but as safely, as 


possible. 


This knight’s got something special in store for his lady 
tonight...his one and only lady of a lifetime. 
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